KING'S RANSOM

Retold from the original novel by
Rosalie Kerr

Douglas King is rich. A nice house in the best
part of the city, servants, big cars,
fashionable clothes for his attractive wife,
Diane. He's worked hard all his life to get
where he is today, and now he's planning a
big business deal. It's a very expensive deal,
and there are enemies working against
King, but if he wins, he'll get to be company
president. If he doesn't win, he'll be out on
the street.

Sy Barnard and Eddie Folsom are not rich.
They're small time crooks, not very
successful, but they want all the good things
that money can buy. So they plan the
perfect kidnapping. 'Five hundred thousand
dollars by tomorrow morning, or we kill the
boy,' they tell Douglas King.

It's a beautiful plan. But Eddie's wife, Kathy,
doesn't like if, and neither does Detective
Steve Carella of the 87th Precinct. And Sy
and Eddie have taken the wrong boy not
King's son, but the Reynolds boy, the son of
King's chauffeur. And the chauffeur doesn't
have five hundred thousand dollars.

So who's going to pay the ransom?
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"‘We want your voting stock, oDoug !

Outside the window boats sailed up and
down the River Harb. In the clear October
air, orange and gold leaves screamed their
colour against the cold blue sky.

The room was full of cigarette smoke. It
hung over the five men like the breath of
ghosts. The room was enormous, but it was
full now, full of the dirty ash-trays, used
glasses and empty bottles left at the end of
a long and difficult discussion. The men
themselves were as exhausted as the smoky
air.

Tired but determined, the men sitting
opposite Douglas King hammered out their
argument. King listened to them silently.
'We're asking you to think about profit,
Doug, that's all,' George Benjamin said. 'ls
that a lot to ask?e'

Think of shoes, yes,' Rudy Stone said. 'Don't
forget shoes.

But think of profit. Granger Shoe is a
business, Doug, a business. Profit and loss.
The black and the red.'

'‘And our job,' Benjamin said, 'is to keep
Granger in the black.

Now take another look at these shoes.'

A thin man, he moved fast and silently to a
glass table, which was covered with
women's shoes. He picked one up from the
pile and gave it to King.

'What woman wants to buy a shoe like this?'
he asked. 'Don't misunderstand us,' Stone
said quickly. He was a muscular blond man
who looked much younger than his forty five
years. 'It's a good shoe, a fine shoe, but
we're thinking of profit now.'

‘The red and the black,' Benjamin repeated.
He turned to an older man sitting beside
him. 'Am | right, Frank?'

'One hundred per cent,' Frank Blake said, in
a thick Southern accent. He blew cigarette
smoke at the high ceiling.

‘The American housewife,' Benjamin said,
‘can't afford this shoe. But even if she could
afford it, she wouldn't want it. Mrs America,
our customer. The stupidest little woman in
the world.'

‘We've got to excite her, Doug.'

‘You're a married man, Doug. What excites
Mrs King?'

Pete Cameron, King's assistant, was
standing at the bar at the back of the room.
He smiled at King, but King did not smile
back. He stared at Benjamin.

'Clothes excite a woman!' Stone said.

‘Dresses, hats, jackets, bags, shoes!'
Benjamin said, his voice rising.

'Profit depends on excitement,' Stone said.
‘You can't excite a woman with these shoes.
There's just no excitement at all in these
shoes!'

The room was silent for a moment.

Then Douglas King said, 'What are we
selling? Shoes or a good time in bed?'

Frank Blake rose to his feet. 'Doug is making
a joke,' he said. '‘But it's my money I'm
interested in, not jokes. | hold a lot of stock in
this company, and | can see now why
Granger is almost in the red.’

'Frank is right, Doug,' Benjamin said. 'This is
nothing to make jokes about. We have to
do something fast to save Granger Shoe.'

‘What do you want from me?' King asked
softly.

‘Now you're asking the right questions,'
Benjamin said. 'Give all another drink, will
you, Pete?’

Cameron began mixing the drinks. A tall
and handsome man of thirty-five, he moved
quickly and watched the others as he
worked.

‘All right, Doug,' Benjamin said. 'We're the
top men in Granger Shoe. I'm sales chief,
you're production, and Rudy here is fashion
and design. We're all on the board of
directors, and we all know what's wrong
with the company.'



‘What's thate' King asked. The Old Man.'

‘What does he know about women's tastese
What does he know about women?' Stone
said. 'But he's president of Granger. Year
after year, he's president, because he has
enough stock to keep it that way.'

'And the company goes down and down.'

'And my stock is worth less and less each
year,' Frank Blake said.

King watched, as Benjamin went quickly to
the glass table and picked up a red shoe.
'‘Look at this!" he said. This is what | mean by
excitement!'

'‘Made up from my own design,' Rudy Stone
said proudly.

‘Take a good look at it, Doug.'

‘Women will love it,' Benjamin said. ‘What do
women know about quality, as long as the
shoe looks goode'

King turned the shoe over in his big hands,
saying nothing.

'l know what he's thinking,' Stone said. 'He's
thinking the Old Man would never let
Granger make a shoe like that.'

'‘But the Old Man won't have anything to say
about it. That's why we're here today.'

'Oh, is that why we're here?' King said,
smiling. Only Cameron smiled back at him.

The Old Man's got twenty-five per cent of
the voting stock,' Benjamin said.

‘The Old Man's got twenty-five per cent,’
King said quietly, ‘and you, Rudy and Frank
have twenty-one per cent between you.
Not enough to fight the Old Man and win.
What's on your mind?'

'‘Control,' Stone said.

'‘Control,' Benjamin repeated. 'We want your
voting stock, Doug. You've goft thirteen per
cent. Come in with us, and we'll have thirty-
four per cent. More than enough to get the
Old Man out. How about it, Doug? With a
shoe like this one we'll take control of the
cheap end of the market and kill the
competition.'

'‘George is right,' Blake said. 'l don't care
what kind of shoes we sell, as long as we
make money.'

‘Who will be the new president?' King asked.

There was a short silence. 'We think George
Benjamin should be president,' Stone said.

‘Well now,' King said dryly. 'That's a surprise.'

‘With you as vice-president, of course,' Stone
said quickly, ‘at a much larger salary than
you get now.'

Douglas King rose slowly to his feet. He was
tall, with the hard muscle and wide
shoulders of a diver. At forty-two years old,
his hair was turning grey, but this only added
to the strong character which showed in his
face and his blue eyes.

‘You'll sell a shoe like this, George?' he
asked. 'You'll use the Granger name on a
cheap shoe?'

‘Yes, that's right. It's a good ideq, isn't it2'
‘Profits will be higher,' Blake said.

‘The Old Man may have faults,' King said,
'out he's always ~~de an honest shoe. You
want to make garbage.'

‘Now wait just a second, Doug-'

‘No, you wait a second! | like Granger Shoe.
I've worked for company since | was sixteen.
| know shoes. Good shoes. Quality. | won't
put the Granger name on a piece of
garbage!" With one quick movement of his
strong hands, he tore the shoe -0 pieces. 'ls
this what you're going to sell2 To women?g'

Blake said angrily, 'If we can't make profit
with quality, we've got to-'

‘Who can't make profit with quality2' King
asked. 'Maybe the Old Man can't, and
maybe you can't, but-'

'‘Doug, this is business, business.'

1 know it's business! It's my business, the
business | love!

Shoes are part of my life, and if | make
garbage, my life will smell!’



'l can't continue to hold stock in a company
that's going downhill,' Blake said.

‘Then sell out! What the hell do you want
from me?' 'Careful, Doug,' Benjamin said
suddenly. 'We could vote you out of your
job.'

'‘Go ahead, vote me out,' King said.
'If you find yourself out in the street-'

'‘Don't worry, | won't be out in any street.'
King threw the pieces of red shoe on the
table, and started to walk fowards the door.

'If you helped me to become president,'
Benjamin said, 'you would get a much
bigger salary. You could .. ." He stopped.
'‘Where are you going? I'm talking to you.'

This is my house,' King said. 'I've had enough
of this meeting, and your plans, and I've had
enough of you! So I'm leaving. Why don't
you leave t00?'

Benjamin's narrow face was red with anger.
'You don't want me to be president of
Granger, is that it2' he shouted. 'That's it
exactly,' King said.

'‘Who the hell do you think should be
presidente’

'You just think about it,' King said, and went
out of the room.

There was a long silence. Then Benjamin
walked over to Pete Cameron, who was
standing at the bar.

'‘What's he planning, Pete?'
' have no idea.'

'Don't play the innocent, Pete,' Benjamin
said. 'We offered him a plan, and he refused
us. He must be feeling strong to do that.
What's he feeling so strong about?'

'‘Why don't you ask hime'

'Don't get clever with me, boy. What's your
salarye Twenty, twenty-five thousand? You
can do better than that, Pete.

‘Canle

‘What is ite A deal with the Old Man?g | want
it smashed, and ~e man who helps me
smash it could find himself taking King's job.
Do you know my home telephone number,
Pete?'

‘No.'
‘Westley Hills 4-7981. Will you remember ite'

I've been Doug's assistant for a long time,'
Cameron said. 'Then it's time for a change.
Give me a call.’

'You're very persuasive,' Pete said. 'It's a
good thing I'm an honest man.'

‘Yes, it's a good thing,' Benjamin said dryly.
‘That's Westley Hills 4-7981.

Stone put on his hat and said, 'If that
bastard King thinks he can .. ." He stopped,
as Diane King came into the room. The men
stared at her. Then Stone raised his hat and
said politely, 'Mrs King.' He went out of the
door, followed by Benjamin and Blake.

Immediately, Diane said to Cameron, 'What
did they do to Doug?'
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"W/)# would anyone want to steal tadio
,oa'ctb?'

Douglas King's house lay just within the 87th
Precinct. It was on the edge of the Precinct,
in Smoke Rise, the most expensive area of
the city.

The River Harb lay to the north of Smoke
Rise. To the south was Silvermine Road, the
home of people who, although they were
rich, were not rich enough to live in Smoke
Rise. Anyone walking south from Silvermine
Road came first of all fo a noisy area of
brightly lit all-night restaurants and stores,
then to Ainsley Avenue, where it was sill
possible to imagine that it had once been
fashionable to live. Then came Culver
Avenue, and now it was clear that the
walker was arriving at the poorer parts of
the city. After the short burst of colour of the
Puerto Rican area around Mason Avenue,
Grover Avenue looked grey, dirty and very
poor.



The 87th Precinct building was on Grover
Avenue.

Detective Meyer Meyer was at his desk on
the second floor, making notes as the man
sitting opposite him spoke. The man was
called David Peck. He owned a store on
Culver Avenue which sold radio parts, he
told Meyer.

I sell mainly to hams,' Peck said. 'Hams?'

‘Yeah, hams. Not like hams you eat. By hams
| mean people who build their own radios as
a hobby. They use them to talk to other
hams. You'd be surprised how many hams
we've got in this city. It's a good business to
bein.'

'l guess so, Mr Peck,' Meyer said. 'So what's
your problem?e' 'Well,' Peck said, 'someone
busted into my store.'

‘When was thise'
'Last week.
‘Why did you wait unftil now to report it2'

'He didn't take much. | thought I'd just forget
it." 'What makes you report it nowe'

‘The crook came back.'
'When?'
'Last night.'

'And this fime he stole a lot of equipment, is
that righte' 'No, no. This time he took even
less than last time.

Meyer Meyer breathed out slowly. He was a
very patient man. Growing up with parents
who had given him that name, he had had
to learn to be patient. Being the only Jewish
boy in the area, he had had to learn to fight
with his intelligence, not with his hands.

Patiently, now he asked, 'Tell me, Mr Peck,
what did the thief steal the first time he
broke intfo your store?2' 'An oscillator,' Peck
said.

‘What does an oscillator coste!

I sell them for fifty-two dollars and thirty-nine
cents.''And that's all he took the first time?'

‘Yes.'
'‘And what did he steal last night?'

'Little things. More bits of equipment.
Baftteries. The whole ot isn't worth more than
twenty-five dollars.'

'So why are you reporting it this time?'

'‘Because I'm afraid he'll come back a third
time and clean out the store. It's possible,
you know.'

I know it is, Mr Peck,' Meyer said. 'Thank you
for reporting this to us. We'll keep a special
watch on your store.'

A crime involving radio equipment worth
seventy-five dollars does not appear to be a
very important crime. In the 87th Precinct
crimes like that happen every day of the
week. Why get excited about this one? -
unless you are a very patient detective
called Meyer , who has a very good
memory.

Meyer studied his notes, and then walked
over to a desk on the other side of the room.
Steve Carella was sitting there, typing up a
report.

'Steve,' Meyer said. 'l just had a guy in here
who ...

'Shhh, shhh," Carella said, and continued
typing until he had finished the page. Then
he looked up. 'Okay?e' Meyer said.

Tell me.

' had a guy in here who owns a radio parts
store on Culver Avenue. It's been broken
info twice. The first fime the thief stole an
oscillator, whatever that is. The second time
he stole a few other small radio parts. Now, |
seem to remember .. .

‘Yeah,' Carella said, searching through the
piles of paper which covered his desk.
‘Where the hell's that liste'

The list gave details of five break-ins at radio
parts stores. Each time only a few pieces of
equipment had been stolen. 'Think it's the
same thiefe' Carella asked.

‘Sure as hell looks that way to me,' Meyer
said. 'Anyway, it's not very serious.'



I suppose not.' Meyer paused and
scratched his head. 'You don't think he's a
Russian spye Why would anyone want to
steal radio parts?g'

‘Never try to understand crooks,' Carella
said. 'You'll go crazy if you try to do that.'

'Still,' Meyer said, 'all that equipment. Seven
break-ins. What does it mean, Steve?'

'Search me,' Carella said, and he began
typing again.

3

‘Jump down and attack! glake him by
surprise!’

Diane King was not what Hollywood calls a
beautiful woman. She was, however, an
attractive woman. In fact, Diane King was
an extremely attractive woman.

She stood there in her luxurious house, a
woman of thirty-two, wearing narrow black
frousers and a white shirt. She had a towel
around her shoulders, and a silver streak in
her black hair. Again she asked Pete
Cameron, 'What did they do to Doug?'

'‘Nothing,' Cameron said. 'What did you do
to your hair?' 'Oh, it was Liz's idea,' Diane
said. 'What was all the shouting about?'

'Is Liz sfill here2' Cameron asked, with interest
in his voice. 'Yes, she's still here. | hate these
meetings! Why did Doug rush upstairs past
me? He didn't even see me!'

'He saw me,' a voice said, and Liz Bellew
came into the room.

Diane King was not beautiful. Liz Bellew was.
She had blonde hair, blue eyes and a full
mouth. Even dressed simply in a skirt and
sweater, she looked like a million dollars. On
her left hand she wore an enormous
diamond ring.

'No man runs past me without saying hello,'
she said.

'So hello, Liz,' Cameron said. 'What have you
done to Diane?'

'You mean her hair. Isn't it wonderful?'

I don't like it. | think she's pretty enough
without it.'

'l wait and see if Doug likes it,' Diane said.
‘Where is Doug?

What's he doing up there?'
'He's only making a phone call,' Liz said.

'Is he in trouble, Pete? That look on his face..

‘Don't you know that look?' Liz said. 'My
Harold wears it all the time. It means he's
about fo murder someone.’

'"Murder!' Diane said. 'Pete, what
happened?'

‘Nothing. They offered Doug a deal, and he
turned them down.'

'‘My Harold would have kicked them out of
the house,' Liz said.

‘That's just what Doug did.'

‘Then prepare yourself for a murder, Diane,'
Liz said.

I'm always prepared,' Diane said, with a
froubled look in her green eyes, 'but they
seem to happen so often these days.'

‘Well, Diane,' Cameron said. 'That's business.
Dog eat dog.' 'Anyway,' Liz said, 'murder
can be fun. Lie back and enjoy it.' She
smiled at Cameron, and he smiled back at
her. The two had been secret lovers for
years. Surprisingly, perhaps, this had never
stopped Liz from loving her highly successful
husband, Harold, with all her heart, or Pete
Cameron from spending most of his time
thinking about work.

Diane poured herself a drink. 'Is Doug
planning something?' she asked Cameron.
‘Yes, | think so.'

'l thought he might-'

'‘Might whate' Doug King asked, as he came
into the room. 'Did you make your phone
call, tycoon?' Liz asked.

I couldn't get through.' He kissed Diane,
then looked at her and said, 'Honey, you've
got egg in your hair!'



'Sometimes | wonder why we bother,' Liz
said, annoyed. 'Don't you like it, Doug?'
Diane asked.

King spoke carefully. 'It's okay, | guess.'

'‘Okay?' Liz said. 'You'll have to do better
than okay, Doug!' She looked at her watch.
'I must go. | promised my tycoon I'd be back
at four.'

‘You're late already,’ Cameron said. 'Have a
drink before you go. One for the road.'

I really shouldn't,' Liz said. 'You'll have to
persuade me."'l'll persuade you all right. |
know what you like.'

Their eyes met. Fortunately, at that moment
the telephone rang, and Diane picked up
the receiver. 'Hello?' she said. Then she
handed it to Doug. 'lt's your call from
Boston.'

Cameron looked up from the drinks he was
mixing. 'Boston?' he said.

'Is that you, Hanley?' Doug asked. 'How's it
all going?'

It's going fine, Doug. We're getting there,'
said the voice in Boston.

'Listen, we've got to act fast, get the deal all
tied up today.' Today! He wants to keep
five per cent of the stock, Doug. I'm doing
my best, but | don't think-'

' need that five per cent as much as 1 need
the rest, Hanley,' Doug said. 'l don't care
how you do it, but get that deal for me
today!'

‘Well, I'll try, Doug, but-'

'‘Don't just try, Hanley. Succeed. I'll be
waiting for your call.' He put the phone
down and furned to Cameron. 'Pete, you're
going to Boston.'

' am?' Cameron said, handing Liz her drink.

'Lucky boy!" she said. 'l just love the shops in
Boston.' 'You're going to Boston with a big
fat cheque,' King said.

‘You're going to help me make the biggest
deal of my life!'

‘What's it all about, Doug?'

'l tell you later,' King said. 'Not yet.
Telephone the airport ~"d see when the next
flight leaves. Use the phone upstairs. | ant to
keep this one free for Hanley to phone
back.'

Cameron smiled at Liz as he left the room.

King clapped his hands together sharply.
'Oh boy!' he said.

'‘Are those guys going to get a big surprise!
Trying to involve me their rotten little plan!
Can you believe it, Diane?'

'‘Excuse me, Mr King,' a voice said.

The man who had come into the room was
only thirty-five, ;Jut he looked older. He was
Charles Reynolds, the Kings' chauffeur.
Looking at him, you felt that there was
something weak about the man, and also
something terribly sad, It was not a surprise
to learn that his wife had died, leaving him
to ring up his young son alone.

‘What is it, Reynolds?' King asked, a little
impatiently. He was fond of Reynolds, but
not of the man's weakness.

I only wanted to know, sir ... is my son, ... is
Jeff here, sirg' 'That's a question for Mrs King,'
King said.

'He's upstairs, playing with Bobby,' Diane
said.

'Oh fine. | hope I'm not bothering you, but it's
getting a bit cold. If they go outside, | think
he'llneed a coat.'

‘Don't worry, Reynolds,' Diane said. 'l've
already given Jeff one of Bobby's sweaters.'

'Oh, thank you, ma'am. | never seem to be
able to decide-' 'You'll probably be driving
Mr Cameron to the airport later,' King
interrupted.

'Yes, sir. When will we be leaving, sire'

With a loud scream, Bobby King, wearing a
blue sweater, rushed down the stairs and

burst into the room, closely followed by Jeff
Reynolds, who was wearing a red sweater.
Both were eight years old, both blond, and
at first sight they could have been mistaken



for brothers. Taking no notice of the adults,
they ran towards the door.

'Hey!" King shouted to his son. 'Stop there!'
'What is it, Dad?'

‘Where are you going?'

'‘Outside to play. Let us go! We're in a hurry!'
‘Why?2 What are you playing?'

‘We're playing cowboys and Indians, Mr
King,' Jeff said. 'We take turns. The Indian
has to hide in the woods, and then the
cowboy has to find him.'

'Don't go too far from the house, Bobby,'
Diane said. 'l won't, Mom."'

'‘Who's the Indian now?' King asked. 'l am!'
shouted Jeff.

'‘Quiet, son,' Reynolds said, 'and take good
care of that nice sweater Mrs King lent you.'

'Oh, sure,' Jeff said. 'He won't catch me,
Dad, don't worry.' 'Oh, won't he?¢' King
interrupted. 'You'd better catch him, Bobby,

if you're a true son of mine! What's your plan,

boy?' 'Plan, Dad? Just chase him and catch
him, that's all.'

'‘Never chase the other man, son,' King said.
' can see you need help.'

'‘Oh Doug, just let them go and play before
it gets dark,' Diane said.

I will," King said, smiling, 'but first the boy
needs some professional advice.' He
whispered to Bobby, 'Climb a tree and
watch him. When you know what he's going
to do, jump down and attack! Take him by
surprise!'

We're not allowed to climb trees in this
game,' Bobby said. 'Do anything you like,
son, as long as you play to win.' 'Doug, what
are you saying to the boy?¢' Diane said.

'Only the facts of life,' Liz answered.

‘Why don't | get any help, Dad?' Jeff asked
his father.

Well, Reynolds said hesitantly, 'you could
hide behind a rock and keep sfill. Then he
won't be able to find you.'

'If you don't move, there's no game,' King
said. 'What's the point of playing?'

'Just go and play the way you want to,
boys,' Diane said coldly. 'Go on now, have
fun.'

With a shout, the two boys rushed out of the
house. 'A madhouse, just like my own home,'
Liz said.

T'll have the carready when Mr Cameron
needs it, sir,' Reynolds said.

When he had gone, Diane said, 'You
shouldn't have told Bobby that, Doug. What
do you want him to grow up to be? A wild
animale'

'‘Mmmm, yes,' King said. 'Just like his mother,
with sharp teeth, and-'

'‘Doug, I'm serious!'

'So is he,' said Liz. 'He's trying to make love to
you, Diane." 'I'm sorry you think this is a joke,'
Diane said. 'l don't think it's so funny. All this
jumping on people and taking them by
surprise. It's just what you do in business. It's
what you're doing with this Boston thing.
You're getting so hard, Doug, so merciless to
other people.'

King laughed. 'Me?2 Merciless¢ Am | hard
and merciless, Lize' 'Of course not. You're a
darling.'

‘Just because | get things done, Diane, you
call me hard.

Honey, there are people who sit and people
who do, and if | hadn't been a doer all
these years, you wouldn't be in this house,
and driving that car, and wearing that-' 'He's
right, Diane,' Liz said, waving the hand with
the diamond on it,

'Of course | am. | just need to make my wife
understand-'

I'm sure you know just how to do that,' Liz
said. 'Have fun." When she had left, there
was silence for a moment. Then King said
softly, 'Diane?"

‘Whate'



'I'm sitting in a tree, looking down at you,
and I'm warning you ... I'm getting ready to
... Jump down and attack you!'

He took her suddenly in his arms. 'Let me go!'
she said. 'lf you think you can ..." Then he
kissed her.

‘You're beautiful, Diane, did you know that?
Especially with hat new silver streak in your
hair.'

‘You should be ashamed of yourself.'

'l know.' He kissed her again. After a while,
she pulled herself free. 'Pete’s still here,
Doug,' she said shyly.

T'll send him to the airport early. Give me a
minute. | just have to ring Hanley, then I'll get
rid of Pete, and we'll be alone.

He went to the phone and picked up the
receiver. Somebody else was on the line,
and he recognized the voice as Cameron's.

'...yes, George,' Cameron was saying,
'that's what I'm trying to tell you. Well, |
thought you'd like to know .. .

King pushed a button on the phone, putting
him through to another line. 'Funny,' he said.

‘What's the matter?' Diane asked.

'Pete's on the other line. | got the idea he
was talking to .. ."' King stopped and then
said into the phone, 'Get me Oscar Hanley
at the Hotel Stanhope in Boston. Okay, call
me back.' 'How about a drink, Diane, before

1

The door burst open, and Bobby rushed in. 'l
forgot my gun, Mom!" he shouted. 'I've got
to getit! Jeff's already hiding in the woods!
I've got to find a free to climb, Dad!'

'Still ready to jump down and attack, Doug?'
Diane said.

The man was hidden, waiting to attack. He
was dying for a cigarette, but he could not
have one. He watched the chauffeur
cleaning the Cadillac. He looked at his
watch. He looked at the sky. It would be
dark soon. Good.

He wondered if Eddie was still with the car.
He wondered if everything was okay at the

house. He wondered if their plan would
work. Then he began to worry, and he
needed a cigarette more than ever.

‘Easy now,' he told himself. 'Just take it easy.'

Then he saw the boy coming towards him
through the woods. 'Hello, sonny,' he said.

It was getting dark in the city, that special
October dark that smells of wood smoke
and autumn leaves. It starts to get cold in
October. People hurry home, wanting their
dinner, wanting the companionship of their
loved ones.

It will be dark soon. It will be good to get
home before it grows dark.

4
'"We've ot your son !

In the Kings' living room the telephone rang.
Douglas King picked up the receiver and
said, 'Hanley?'

A voice on the other end said, 'Who?'

‘Oh, excuse me,' King said. 'l was expecting
another call. no is this, please?'

‘All ight, Mac,' the voice said. 'I'm going to
make this short and-'

‘There's nobody called Mac here,' King said.
'You must have the wrong number.'

He put the receiver down. Cameron was
standing there, watching him.

‘Not Hanley2' Cameron said.

‘No. A wrong number. Talking about wrong
numbers, Pete ..."

'Yeah?¢'

‘Were you talking to George Benjamin a little
while ago?' 'Yes, | was.'

‘Why?¢'

To tell him | won't be at the sales meeting
tomorrow.' 'You didn't tell him you were
going to Boston, did you?' 'No. Should | have
told him?'

'Hell, no!'



The phone rang again. 'That will be Hanley,'
King said, walking over to the phone.

I'd better call Bobby in,' Diane said. 'lt's
getting dark.'

'‘Wait a minute, honey. Let me take this call
first,' King said. 'Hello, Hanley. Did you get
what | wanted?'

' gotit,' Hanley said in a tired voice. 'Exactly
what you wanted. Including the five per
cent of the stock he wanted to keep. How
soon can you get a cheque to me?'

T'll send Pete Cameron with the cheque on
the nine o'clock plane. Can you meet him
at the airport?' 'Okay, Doug.'

'Oh, and Hanley?'
‘Yes, Doug?'
'‘Good work, boy!'

King put down the receiver. 'Now we move!'
he said excitedly. 'Pete, phone the airline
and get a seat on the nine o'clock plane.'
He pushed a button on the phone, picked
up the receiver again and said, 'Reynolds,
come over here. As fast as you can.'

'Is everything fixed2' Cameron said. 'Can
you tell me about it now?e'

‘Now it's all fixed, I'd even tell Benj ... No, no, |

guess | wouldn't tell him.' He laughed, and
then walked quickly to the bar and poured
himself a drink.

I'd better get Bobby,' Diane said. 'Look how
dark it's getting.'

'‘Wait a minute, Diane. Don't you want to
hear this? Bobby's safe enough. He's just
outside his own house!'

‘Well ... all right. But I really .. .

‘You heard Benjamin say | had thirteen per
cent of the voting stock, didn't you, Pete?'

‘Right."

'Wrong.' He paused. 'l've been buying stock
for the last six years. I've got twenty-eight
per cent of it.' 'Doug, that's wonderful!’
Diane said.

'So why am | going to Bostone' Cameron
asked.

‘There's a guy there who owns some voting

stock | want to buy. Hanley's been working

on him for the last two weeks, and now he's
finally ready to sell it to me.' He sat down at
a desk and began to write a cheque.

'How much stock is ite' Cameron asked.
‘Nineteen per cent.'

‘Whaaat!" 'Add it up. Nineteen and twenty-
eight makes forty-seven.

Enough to make me president of Granger!
I'll run the company my way, and I'll make
the shoes | want to make!' He tore the
cheque from the book and gave it to
Cameron. Take a look at this," he said.

Cameron took it and gave a low whistle.
'Seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars,'
he said.

'‘Doug, where did you get ... ¢' Diane started
to ask. 'Everything we own is tied up in this
deal, Diane. This house, everything. '

‘The house? Doug ... !

' can't lose, Diane. Nothing can stop me
now.'

‘Who are you buying the stock from?'
Cameron asked. 'A guy who bought it a few
years ago. He-'

'Who?2 Who is he?¢'

They stopped talking, as Reynolds came into
the room, ready to drive Cameron to the
airport.

' must get Bobby in,' Diane said. She went o
the door, and started to call, 'Bobby!
Bobby!'

The telephone rang. King picked it up.
'Hello?' he said.

'Listen to me, King,' a voice said. 'Don't put
the phone down his time. This is no joke.'

‘What?' King said. 'What did you say?'
‘We've got your son, King.'

'‘My son2 What are you talking about?'



'‘Bob-by!' Diane called. 'Will you please
come in now?' 'Your son,' the voice said.
'‘We've kidnapped your son.' 'You've taken
my son¢ If this is some kind of joke--'

Diane turned from the door. 'Doug!' she
screamed. 'What did you saye What's
happened to Bobby?'

King waved a hand at her, wanting her to
be silent, as the voice went on, 'Now listen
and listen hard. I'll only say this once. The kid
is safe. He'll stay safe if you do what | say.
Get five hundred thousand dollars. Get it by
tomorrow morning. We'll call you then and
tell you what you have to do. Don't go to
the police, King. Do you understand?'

Yes, | understand.' Desperately, he
searched for an idea, some way of tfrapping
the caller.

'‘Okay, then,' the voice said, 'five hundred
thousand dollars in.

King put the receiver down, cutting off the
call. 'Pete,' he shouted. 'Get on the kitchen
phone. Call the police. Bobby's been
kidnapped, and we've had a five hundred
thousand dollar ransom demand.'

‘No!' Diane screamed. 'Nol'

‘Then call the phone company. Tell them |
hung up on the bastard.'

'‘Why did you do thate' Diane shouted. She
ran to the door and screamed into the
darkness, 'Bobby! Bobby!'

' hung up so that he'll call back,' King said.
‘Then the phone company may be able to
find out who made the call.' He took Diane
in his arms. 'We'll get him back, darling,' he
said. 'Please, Diane, try not to worry. I'll give
anything they want, a million 'dollars if they
ask for it.'

Cameron rushed in from the kitchen. 'The
police are on their way," he said. 'The phone
company say you must call them on
another line as soon as he rings again.'

'‘Okay,' King said. 'Reynolds, will you-' He
stopped suddenly, as the front door burst
open.

‘Were you-calling me, Mom?' Bobby King
said, as he came Into the house.

Diane ran to him, fell to her knees and threw
her arms around rum. 'Hey, Mom!' he said,
surprised. 'What's the mattere'

King stared at his son. 'How on earth ... ¢'

' don't want to play with Jeff any more,'
Bobby said. 'l -limbed a tree like Daddy told
me, but | couldn't find Jeff anywhere. He
won't play with me! | don't even know
where he is!'

There was a moment of shocked silence.
The name was on everyone's lips, but it was
the boy's father who spoke.

‘Jeff,' Reynolds whispered. 'Jeffl'
5

'We've got the wrong kid!'

There were two kinds of cases that Steve
Carella did not like. He did not like cases
which involved very rich people or cases
which involved children. Now, sitting in
Douglas King's enormous, luxurious living
room, talking about a kidnapped child,
Carella felt bad. He didn't want to be here,
but he had no choice.

He sat in King's room, feeling troubled and
asking questions, while Meyer Meyer stood
with his back to them, looking out at the
River Harb.

'Let me get this clear, Mr King,' Carella said.
‘The boy who was kidnapped is not your son,
is that righte'

‘That's right,' King said.

'‘But when the kidnapper asked you for the
ransom money, he thought he had your
son.''Yes.'

'Has he called you again?g' 'No.'

‘Then he may still believe he has your son,'
Carella said.

' don't know what he believes,' King said
angrily. 'Why do | have to answer all these
questionsg | am not the boy's father, and I-'



'‘No, but you spoke to the kidnapper.' That's
true, Mr Caretta.'

‘Carella.

I'm sorry. Carella.'

‘Was it a man? The person who called.'
It was a man,' King said.

‘Did he say "l have your son" or "We have
your son"¢'

' don't remember. And | don't see why it's
important . Somebody has Jeff Reynolds,
and all these stupid questions-' 'Exactly, Mr
King,' Carella said. 'Somebody has the boy,
and ~ want to know who that somebody is.
We want to know who -, the boy so that we
can get him back safely. That's important to
us. I'm sure it's important to you, too.'

'Of course it is!' King said sharply. 'Why don't
you callin your chief - somebody
experienced in this kind of case? A boy's life
is ~ danger! Local cops can't handle this.'

'Lieutenant Byrnes is on his way now, Mr
King,' Carella said. He's boss of the whole
87th Precinct. First we need to know a little
more about-'

'Excuse me, Steve,' Meyer said. 'I'd better go
and get a description of the boy. 1 ought to
talk to his father.' 'Yeah,' Carella said. 'Where
is Mr Reynolds, Mr King?¢' "In his apartment.
Over the garage. He's taking this badly.' "Do
you want me to speak to him, Meyer?'

Carella asked.

‘No, no, I'll do it,' Meyer said, giving King a
quick look as e turned to leave the room. 'l
think you have your hands full here.

‘Now, Mr King,' Carella started again. 'Did
you notice anything unusual about the
man's voice? An accent, or-'

'I'm sorry, Mr Caretta,' King said. 'l refuse to
play this little game any longer.'

'‘My name is Carella, and what game do
you mean?'

'This nonsense about how the man spoke.
What difference can it possibly make? How
will any of this get Jeff back to his fathere'

Carella did not look up from the book he
was writing in. He kept telling himself that it
would really not be a good idea for him to
hit Mr Douglas King in the mouth. Quietly,
politely, he asked, 'What do you do for a
living, Mr King?'

' run a shoe factory. Is this another of your
important questions?'

‘Yes, it is. | don't know anything about shoes,
Mr King.

They're just things 1 put on my feet. |
wouldn't dream of going into your factory
and telling your workers how to make shoes.'
' understand what you're saying,' King said

dryly.

‘You understand part of what I'm saying, Mr
King. The part that is warning you ...

‘Warning me!'

... warning you to let me get on with my job.
The other part of what I'm telling you is this.
In case you have any doubts about this, let
me tell you that | am a good detective, a
hell of a good .:erective. | know my job, and
if I'm asking you questions it's cause | have a
good reason to ask you those questions.
Now ".0 we understand each other, Mr
King?'

' think we understand each other, Mr
Caretta.'

'‘My name is Carella,' Carella said flatly. 'Did
the man have an accent?'

Reynolds sat on his bed, making no attempt
to hide the floods of tears that were running
down his face, Meyer watched him, and
wished he could put his arm around the
man's shoulders, tell him everything would
be all right. He could not do that. He did not
know whether the boy was alive or dead. All
he could do was ask his questions.

'How old is Jeff, Mr Reynolds?' 'Eight.’
'How tallis he?'

1 don't know. | never ... | don't know. Maybe
a little tall. He's a handsome boy. Tall for his
age.' 'How much does he weigh?

' don't know.'



Meyer breathed in deeply. 'Is he fat, thin,
medium?' ‘Not too fat and not too thin. Just
normal.'

'Is he dark or faire'

'He has blond hair. Very fair skin. Is that what
you mean?' 'Yes. Thank you. What colour
are his eyes?'

‘Will you get him back?' Reynolds asked
suddenly.

Meyer stopped writing. 'We're going to try,’
he said. 'We're going to try every way we
know, Mr Reynolds.'

The description of Jeff Reynolds was phoned
to the 87th Precinct building, and then sent
out to the police forces of fourteen states.
The message which followed it immediately
was about a grey Ford car. It had been
stolen.

The grey Ford bumped along the rough
road which led to the lonely farmhouse.
Sands Spit was not the kind of place where
many visitors chose to spend their summers.
In winter it was freezing and completely
deserted.

The Ford stopped at the farmhouse and a
young man in his late twenties stepped out
and ran to the door. He knocked three
fimes, then waited.

'‘Eddie?' a woman's voice asked. 'lt's me,
Kathy. Open the door.'

The door opened. 'Where's Sy?¢' the girl
asked.

'In the car. He'll be here in a moment. Ain't
you got a kiss for me, Kathy?'

'‘Oh, Eddie, Eddie,' she said, and threw
herself into his arms.

A woman of twenty-four, with the pretty but
hard face of one whose life has never been
easy, Kathy Folsom kissed her husband
warmly, with a love which came straight
from her heart.

'‘Are you all right?' she asked him. 'Did
everything go all right?

I've been worrying so much about this job. |
just kept thinking, it's the last one; please

don't let anything go wrong.' 'Everything
went fine. Give me a cigarette, honey.'

She watched him as he lit the cigarette, a
tall, good-looking man in a white, open-
necked shirt.

' was listening to the radio,' she said. 'l
thought they'd say something about the job.
| mean, a bank .. ."' She paused. 'lt went alll
right, didn't it¢ There was no trouble?'

'‘No trouble. Only, Kathy, you see, we didn't-'

She kissed him again. 'You're back,' she
whispered. 'That's ... 'tat matters.'

'In here, kid," a voice said, and Jeff Reynolds
half fell into the m. The man who had
pushed him through the door, Sy, laughed
as he said, 'Home, sweet home, kid! It ain't
much, but ."- ours!'

‘Where's my gun¢' Jeff said, as Kathy stared
at him, not understanding what was
happening.

‘The boy wants his gun,' Sy said, smiling.

Kathy kept staring at Jeff. 'Who ... who the
hell ... 2' she began.

Sy laughed. 'Oh, Eddie, look at the surprise
on her face! What -rl!'

'‘Let me talk to her, Sy,' Eddie said.

‘Where's the gune' Jeff said. 'Come on, |
have to get home soon.' He turned to Kathy.
'‘Have you got the gun?'

‘What gun2 Who is this kid¢'

'‘Where's your manners, Miss Kathye' Sy
smiled. 'This boy is our guest, and-'

Immediately, she turned to her husband.
'‘Eddie, who-2' 'l don't think you've even got
a gun,' Jeff said.

Sy opened the door to one of the
bedrooms. 'Come on, kid, :he gun room is
this way,' he said.

Kathy waited until the door closed behind
them. Then she said, Tell me about it, Eddie.'



It's what it looks like.' He could not raise his
eyes to look at her. 'We've kidnapped the
boy.'

‘Have you gone completely crazy?' she
asked. 'Take it easy, Kathy. Try and take it
easy.'

She lit a cigarette with fingers that shook. "All
right. I'm listening. Tell me everything.'

'‘We've kidnapped the boy. We're asking for
a ransom of five hundred grand.'

‘You said it was a bank job,' Kathy said. 'l
was lying. We never went near a bank.'

'‘Don't you know how serious this is, Eddie?
You're crazy!

You could go to the electric chair for this!'
'‘Calm down. Don't get excited.'

‘Who is the kid2' Kathy asked.
'‘Bobby King.'
'And who's Bobby King?'

'His father is a big guy in Granger Shoe. You
know the comp'ny, Kathy. They make those
expensive shoes.'

‘Yes, | know it.' She was silent for a moment
before she said softly, 'Why didn't you tell me
what you were planning?'

'l didn't think you'd agree to it.'

'Of course | won't agree to itl' she shouted.
'Get that boy out of here! Take him back
where you got him! His parents must be
going mad with worrying about him. How
could you do a thing like this?g'

'Shut up!' Eddie shouted. Then he said more
gently, 'Kathy, we'll get five hundred grand
from this job. We'll go to Mexico, just like you
said you wanted to.'

' don't want the money. | won't touch it.
And | won't go to Mexico. You said this
would be the last job. A bank, you said, just
a bank, not taking somebody's child, not a
dirty, rotten kidnapping!'

'‘We didn't hurt the kid,' Eddie said. 'He's fine.'
Is he?' Kathy said. 'What's Sy doing to him?'

'He's all right. Sy promised to show him a real
gun. That's how we got him to come with us.
Try to understand, honey.'

' don't want to understand this," she said.
‘What the hell gave you the idea ... ¢

I just got it. Sy and me worked on the plan
together. This is safer than a bank job. We
just borrow a kid, and get five hundred
grand when we give him back.'

'‘Borrow a kid, Eddie? Who said that, you or
Sye''l told you, we both had this idea-'

‘You're lying, Eddie. It was Sy's idea, wasn't
ite' 'Nol Well .. .’

It wass, wasn't ite'

‘Well, it was. But it's a good idea, honey.
We'll go to Mexico. Il make something good
of my life there, Kathy, you'll see. I'll really be
something - me, Eddie Folsom. Won't that
be great, honey?'

'Oh, Eddie, Eddie," she said, looking at him
sadly. 'Don't you even realize what you've
done?'

‘Bang!" Jeff shouted, as he ran into the room
carrying a gun.

Sy was just behind him. 'The kid likes guns,’
he laughed. 'Play with the gun, kid. Get to
know it.'

'Sy, is that gun loaded?' Kathy asked,
frightened.

‘Would | give a loaded gun to a little child¢'
Sy asked innocently. 'What do you think |
am, a bad guy?¢' He turned to Eddie and
said, 'Time to turn on the magic box,
professor.' Eddie looked at Kathy, but she
would not meet his eyes. 'Sure,

Sy,' he said, and pulled a cloth off a heap of
radio equipment, which stood on a table in
the corner of the room.

‘Watch the professor, kid,' Sy said, as Eddie
turned the huge radio on, pushing buttons
and watching needles move from side to
side. 'You sure found yourself a smart guy,
Kathy.'



‘Why don't you leave my husband alone?'
Kathy said. 'Why did you get him into this
rotten thinge'

'He came willingly,' Sy said. 'l ain't forcing
him." A high sound came from the radio.
‘The magic box speaks, kid.' 'Hey, that's
great!' Jeff said. 'Where did you get ite'

'l built it,' Eddie answered.

‘That must be really hard to do.'

‘Not so hard,' Eddie said, trying not to sound
too pleased. 'Clever husband you got
yourself, Kathy,' Sy said. 'That's why the little
woman loves you so much, Eddie. And you
learnt it all in reform school, didn't you?'
'Stop it, Sy,' Kathy said.

'‘Want to build radios like Eddie here, and
have all the girls running after you?¢' Sy asked
Jeff.

I sure do!'

'‘Okay, this is what you have to do. When
you're fifteen years old, rob a store. Then
they'll send you to reform school. That's
where Eddie got his education. Me, kid, |
had to get my education in the rope
factory.' He laughed. 'ls it coming, professor
o

Suddenly, voices came from the radio.

' ...accident at Morrison and North Ninety-
eight. Car 303"

They were listening to the police talking on
their radios. 'Are you going to take me
home now?' Jeff asked.

'I'm busy, kid," Sy said.

'‘Car 207, car 207, go to Smoke Rise, house of
Douglas King .. .

'Hey!' Jeff said, excited. 'He said Douglas
King!'

‘Do you really expect this plan fo succeed,
Sy¢' Kathy said.

'Sure, | do. And all because of the professor
here, and his radio. | love Eddie and his
radios! | love this job! It's going to do ~eat
things for all of us! Tell her, Eddie, tell her all
about itl' 'Sy, she's not interested,' Eddie said.

I'm interested in anything Eddie does,' Kathy
said softly. 'Sure you are. The little woman,'
Sy said. 'Okay. Here's what he did. We

called King and told him we wanted five
hundred grand .. .

eff said, 'Did you say you called-¢'

'Shut up, kid. We told him to get the money
ready by tomorrow morning. Then, in the
morning, we call again .. ." 'Are you talking
about-¢' Jeff started.

I said shut up, kid, before you get hurt!' Sy
shouted angrily. Jeff stared at him, surprised,
and then frowned.

The radio broke the silence in the room.
“...all cars, all cars. Here's the story on the
Smoke Rise kidnapping. The missing boy is
eight years old, fair hair, wearing J red
sweater. The boy's name is Jeffry Reynolds ..

'Whate' Eddie said.

‘That man said my name,' Jeff said,
surprised.

‘... son of Charles Reynolds, chauffeur to
Douglas King ... ' 'What's he talking about,
Sy?¢' Eddie said. His face was white with
terror.

They're lying,' Sy said. 'lt's some kind of trick.'
'How can it be?2 We've got the wrong kid!'
'He ain't the wrong kid!'

f he is,' Kathy said calmly, 'you've done all
this for nothing.

We're all in trouble for nothing.'

This kid is Bobby King,' Sy said. 'Sure he is.'
'‘Me?' Jeff said, puzzled.

'I'm not Bobby.'

‘Shut your mouth, kid.'

'Let him talk,' Kathy said. 'What's your name,
sonnye''J eff.’

‘He's lying!" Sy shouted.

' am not!' Jeff shouted back at him. I
don'tlike you! I'm going home!'

He started to walk to the door. Sy caught
him roughly by the arm and pulled him
back. He stood very close to the boy, and
there was no laughter in his voice as he said,
'What's your name? Your real name?'
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dhis little boy is in big trouble’

A old wind blew off the River Harb, along
the road which led to Douglas King's house.
It froze the fingers of Parker, Hawes and
Kronig, the three detectives who were
working there, rking in the cold and the
dark. Any detective - any man would rather
be at home on a night like this, at home with
a good k, a good woman or a good bottle
of whisky. To be honest about it, a bad
book, a bad bottle of whisky, even a bad
woman auld be better than this cold.

But the job had to be done. The marks
made by a car, a arch thrown in the road, a
cigarette end - anything could be important
in a case like this. Anything could lead to
the missing boy.

At last they found it. Small marks in the
frozen mud by the Side of the road. The
marks made by the tyres of a car, a car that
has been turned around in a hurry.

Reynolds was watching Cassidy, the man
from the telephone company, as he
worked. Cassidy was putting an extra
telephone into Douglas King's house for the
police to use. He was putting Il a wiretap,
too, so that it would be possible for the
police to [race the kidnapper's call- if he
called again.

I thought we'd hear something by now,’
Reynolds said. 'Don't worry, mister,' Cassidy
told him. 'When they find out [hey got your
kid by mistake, they'll just leave him in the
street somewhere. The kid's all right, believe

1

me.

'If they leave him in the street, he'll get lost,'
Reynolds said. 'He won't know where to go.'
He turned to Carella, who had just been
talking on the phone. 'Did they have any
news, Detective Carella?'

' was talking to Auto Squad,' Carella said.
I've asked them to check all stolen cars, in
case the kidnappers had stolen the car they
used.'

'He's worried about the kid,' Cassidy said. 'l
keep telling him it'll be all right. Any minute

now the kid could walk in the door, not a
hair on his head harmed.'

‘Do you think so¢' Reynolds asked Carella.
‘Well .. .' Carella started, and then the
doorbell rang. It was Parker, happy to be in
at last from the freezing cold.

‘We've found a tyre mark,' he told Carella.
‘Kronig's making a cast of it now. Not that it
will help anyone. It's all a waste of time, if
you ask me. The kid's probably dead
already.'

Carella quickly touched him on the arm,
and looked across the room at Reynolds,
but it seemed that the chauffeur had not
heard Parker's remark.

‘They ought to take all kidnappers out and
shoot them,' Cassidy said. 'The electric
chair's foo good for guys that can steal a
man's kid from him. Well, | guess I've finished
here. I'll just test my phones and go.'

'Have you heard anything yet, Detective
Carella?' King said, as he came into the
living room with a coffee cup in his hand.
Diane and Cameron were directly behind
him.

‘Not yet, Mr King,' Carella said.

‘Well, what's the problem? Are your men
really looking for the boy? Do they have a
description of him?'

‘Yes sir, they do.'

Do they know he may be somewhere out
on the street?e Some member of the public
may find him. Is anybody taking phone -
from the public?'

Itis all taken care of, sir.'

‘All this," King said, 'extra phones, wiretaps, it
all seems a waste of time to me. There's
even a policeman outside my son's
bedroom door!'

‘That's right,' Carella said. 'We're taking no
risks. We have no Idea what the kidnappers
will do next, you see.’

' don't think they have any choice,' King
said. 'They'll have -~ let the boy go free.' He
caught sight of Reynolds, sfill standing
miserably on the other side of the room. 'Go
to the kitchen and get something to eat,
Reynolds.'

I'm not very hungry, Mr King.'



'‘Go on, man, you've got to eat. Jeffry will be
back before you know it.'

When Reynolds had gone, Diane said, '‘Mr
Carella, the kidnappers know by now that
they've got the wrong boy, don't theye'
‘They should know, Mrs King. It's been on all
the radio and TV stations, and in all the
newspapers.'

‘You don't think they'll harm him, do you¢'

'Of course they won't!l' King said sharply. 'As
far as they're concerned, it's just a business
deal that's gone wrong.'

They may harm him, Mrs King,' Carella said
calmly. 'You know that sometimes a thief will
beat up a man for not having any money to
give him.'

That would be senseless,' King said. 'I'm sure
they'll let him go as soon as they know he's
not my son. These people are not stupid.'

'You don'f have fo be smart to be a
kidnapper,' Carella said. 'You just have to be
hard-hearted.'

‘We hadn't thought of that," Cameron said.
‘They may hurt him before they let him go.
It's a possibility.'

‘Yes,' Carella said. There's another possibility,
too.'

'‘My name is Jeffry Reynolds,' the boy said.
Sy took him roughly by the arm. 'You're
lying!'

I'm not lying. Hey, let go that sweater, will
you? It doesn't belong to me!'

‘You lying little bastard!" Sy shouted, and
pushed Jeff hard, throwing the boy across
the room.

Kathy screamed, and took a step towards
the boy. 'What's your father's name?' Sy
shouted. 'Ch-Charles.’

‘Where do you live?'

‘At Mr King's place.'

'Don't call him Mr King!' Sy shouted. 'You
know he's your father!'

'‘No!' Jeff said desperately. 'He's Bobby's
father!'

‘Shut up!' Sy shouted. Take off that sweater!'
He pulled it over Jeff's head roughly. A slow
smile spread over his face. 'lf you're called
Jeff, why is the name in your sweater Robert
Kinge'

‘That's Bobby's sweater!' Jeff said. 'Mrs King
lent it to me.' Tell the fruth!’

' am telling the truth!’

Sy stood there calmly, a small, neatly-
dressed man who badly needed a shave.
Then suddenly, violently, he hit the boy
across the face.

'‘Eddie, stop him!' Kathy shouted, as Jeff
rushed into her arms, crying, 'l am Jeff
Reynolds, | am, | am!'

‘Stop it, Sy,' Eddie said. 'The kid's frightened,
Let me see the sweater.' He looked at the
name in it. It says Robert King, Kathy.'

'He says he borrowed it. Is that so hard to
accepte

‘Yeah,' Sy said. 'With five hundred grand to
lose, it is hard to accept.'

'Let's take the boy home,' Kathy said softly.
‘Sure!' Sy said. 'And go straight to prison. He
knows us. He could lead the police to us!' He
turned to Eddie. 'We want that money, don't
wee'

' don't want itl' Kathy screamed. 'l don't
need it!'

‘Well, | do,' Eddie said softly. 'l want that
money. | wasn't born in Smoke Rise, with a
rich father. When the hell did anyone ever
give me anything? This is my one chance to
have something. | want a place of my own,
in Mexico, a place for you and me, Kathy.'
There were tears in his eyes as he spoke.
'‘But he's the wrong boy!' Kathy said. 'No,'
Eddie said. 'No, he ain't.' 'Eddie, you know
he is.'

'‘When you think about it,' Sy said softly,
‘what difference does it make?2 Maybe we
got the wrong kid. Maybe this is the
chauffeur's boy. We can still ask King for the
money.'

'He won't pay, Sy,' Eddie said.

‘He'll pay, all right,' Sy said, 'because if he
won't, then this little boy is in big trouble.' He
paused and smiled at Jeff. 'And | don't think
Mr King would want blood on his hands.'
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'Q want to talk to gou about the tansom'

Lieutenant Peter Byrnes was on his way to
Smoke Rise. A child had been kidnapped.
Byrnes had a son of his own, and he knew
the pains and pleasures of fatherhood. To
him, kidnapping a child was the worst crime
in the world. Death was the correct
punishment for a kidnapper.

Seeing a light on the dark road by King's

house, Byrnes told his driver to stop. He got
out of the car. 'Kronig, Hawes, how are you
boyse' he said. 'What have you got there?'

'‘We've got a tyre mark,' Kronig said. 'lt's a
good one. I'm making a cast of it.'

'Fine, fine,' Byrnes said, looking around. 'Can
you bring that light here a minute, Hawes?'
‘What is it, Lieutenante'

'Let's take a look at this rock here.'

In King's living room the telephone rang.
‘Wait!" Carella shouted, as King moved to
answer it. Carella picked up the wiretap
equipment. 'Mr Cameron,' he said, 'get on
the new phone. If this is the kidnapper, tell
the phone company to start tracing the call
immediately. Okay, Mr King, you can
answer it now.'

King picked up the phone.

'Hellog'

Kinge'

This is Mr King.'

Cameron said into his phone, 'We've got
him on the phone --w. Start tracing the call.’
‘All right, King,' the voice said, 'listen. We
don't care whose "d this is. We heard the
radio message, and we don't care. He's still
alive and well, and we want that money.
Get it tomorrow morning, or the kid will be
dead by the end of the day.'

‘You want ... 2' King started, but the voice
had gone.

'Hell, | was afraid this would happen,' Carella
said. He picked up his coat and hurried out
of the room.

Diane looked puzzled. 'ls Jeff all righte’ she
asked her husband.

'He's fine.'

'‘Are you sure?'

'Of course I'm sure, Diane!'

'l go and tell Reynolds,' she said. 'Diane!'
'Yese'

‘They want me to pay the ransom. They
know they've got Jeff, but they still want me
to pay. They want me to .. .

‘We'll do whatever they say. Thank God
Jeff's all right,' Diane said. As she left the
room, King stared after her, frowning. 'We're
dealing with professionals," Cameron said.
'He knew we would try to trace the call.
That's why he made it so short.' 'Yes,' King
said. He seemed to be thinking hard.

‘Why are they still asking you to paye Hell, if
you pay them, it's the end of your Boston
deal.

‘Yes. Yes, it is.'

The doorbell rang. It was Meyer. 'l just saw
Carella,' he said. 'He's gone outside to talk
to Lieutenant Byrnes.'

‘The kidnappers called again,' King said.
‘They want me to pay the ransom.'

‘What do you mean? Do they know they got
the wrong kid?'

'Yes.'

'‘And they still want you to pay?2' Meyer
shook his head. 'First time | ever heard this
one,' he said. 'Crazy! But who ever said
kidnappers have to be normal human
beingse'
'‘What are our chances of getting the boy
back, Detective Meyere' King asked. 'Do
you think they are good?'

1 don't know,' Meyer said. 'He could be
dead already.'

'In your opinion,' King said slowly, 'will paying
the ransom help the boy at alle'

If he's alive, it will certainly help him,' Meyer
said. 'lIf he's dead, nothing can help him, but
we could use the dollar bills to catch the
kidnappers.'

I see.

'‘Doug, the boy's still alive!' Cameron said.
‘Your money will keep him alive, remember
that!'

Diane came into the room from the kitchen.
'l think Reynolds is in shock,' she said. 'He's
just sitting at the table, staring at nothing.'
She turned to King. 'Doug, have you called
the bank yet?'

‘No, not yet." 'Isn't it time-¢'

'‘Mommy?'



They all turned, and saw Bobby King, in his
night clothes, standing on the stairs.

‘What is it, darling?' Diane said.

'Why is there a policeman outside my
room¢e' Bobby asked. 'J ust to make sure
everything is all right,' Diane said. 'Because
of what happened to Jeff?'

'Yes, Bobby.'

‘Daddy,"' Bobby said, 'are you getting Jeff
back?' 'What?' King said. 'I'm sorry, son, |
didn't hear. _ '

‘Your Daddy's taking care of everything,'
Diane said. 'Come on let's get you back into
bed."'| want Daddy,' Bobby said.

'‘Doug? Will you put Bobby to bed?'

‘Sure,' King said, although he was clearly
thinking about something else. 'Come on,
Bobby.'

'Poor Bobby,' Diane said to Cameron. 'He
doesn't really understand what has
happened. He only knows that his friend
has gone, and | think he feels guilty. | feel
like that myself.'

‘You have no reason to feel guilty,’
Cameron said. 'Doug will t-.ay the ransom,
and ..

‘Yes, but | do feel guilty,' Diane said. 'l almost
feel that my own son is missing.' She paused.
‘Detective Meyer,' she said, . -ould you
come and talk fo Reynolds? You could
explain to him "hat the police are doing to
get Jeff back. All this is such a terrible shock
for him.'

‘Sure,' Meyer said.

When he was alone in the living room,
Cameron lit a cigarette, stood listening for a
moment, and then quickly went to the
telephone and dialled a number.

'‘May | speak to Mr Benjamin, please?' he
said. 'This is Peter Cameron. Yes, I'll wait, but
please hurry.'

At last a voice said, 'This is George
Benjamin.'

'‘Pete Cameron. | have to make this fast. Do |
still get Doug's job?"

| offered it to you, didn't 12 Do you want it in
writing?'

‘Yes, | do. The Boston thing | told you a bout.
It's a stock deal.

Doug's planning to buy nineteen per cent of
the voting stock. He already owns twenty-
eight per cent. He's smarter than you
thought he was, George.'

Twenty-eight .. . There was a long silence.
‘Then we can't vote him out. What the hell
can we do¥?'

‘The only way to do it is to get the Old Man
on your side,' Cameron said. 'Tell the Old
Man that Doug is trying to do a deal behind
his back.'

'How will that help? If he buys that stock,
he'll have forty seven per cent of it. We
can't get rid of him. Hell, he can get rid of
us!'

'If he buys the stock_ Have you heard the
news on the radio?' 'This kidnapping
nonsense?' Benjamin said. 'What difference
can that make? The kid isn't King's son.'

‘No, but they've asked him for the ransom. If
he pays, he can't afford to buy that extra
nineteen per cent of the stock. If he pays,
the Boston deal's off.'

‘Will he pay?' Benjamin asked.

‘Sure he will. Meanwhile, I'm trying to find out
who he's dealing with in Boston.'

'‘Good work, Pete,' Benjamin said.

‘Thanks, George. Take my advice, go talk to
the Old Man.' Il do that. And | won't forget
this.'

' know you won't. | have to go now,
George.'

Cameron smiled to himself as he put down
the receiver, and lit another cigarette. He
was still smiling when the doorbell rang, and
he went to answer it. A small man, dressed
completely in black, was standing there.

'Mr King?' the small man said. 'No. I'm Mr
King's assistant.’

| would like to see Mr King, please. You may
tell him that Adrian Score is here to see him.
On personal business." Cameron took Score
into the living room and went upstairs to tell
King about his arrival. 'l don't know anyone
called Score," he said.

'He says it's personal business.'

'l come down. Bobby's gone to sleep.
King came into the room where Score was
waiting. 'What do you want?2' he asked.



‘To do business, Mr King.'

Isn't it a bit late in the evening for thate' 'It's
never too late to do business.'

'‘What kind of business are you talking about,
Mr Score?' 'Kidnapping, Mr King.'

The room went silent.

‘Do you want your son back?' Score asked.
'‘My son hasn't been kidnapped.'

Score laughed. 'Well, we can tell the
newspapers it's not your son, but we know
the truth, don't we?¢ Let me ask you again,
do you want the boy back?'

'Of course | do.'

'‘Now, | know where he is, Mr King, and for a
small fee | can help you to get him back.'
‘Who has the boy, Mr Score?'

'As one businessman to another, Mr King, |
must ask for a cash payment before-'
'‘Before what, Score?' a voice said. 'Before
you disappear, leaving another unhappy
family behind you?' Meyer Meyer had come
quietly into the room and had heard
everything Score had said. '‘Mr Score and |
have met before,' Meyer went on. 'Now get
out of here before | arrest you for giving
false information, Score.'

'I must protest strongly,' Score said. 'l am an
honest businessman, providing a service-'
'‘Out!' Meyer shouted, 'Now!'

'l can get your boy back!' Score shouted,
but he went, all the same.

'Who is he?' King asked Meyer.

‘A roften crook,' Meyer said, 'And there are
plenty of other sick characters like him, Mr
King, who will try to make money out of this
kidnapping. | don't know how he got past
our men at our gate. There's only one thing |
do know, Mr King.'

‘What's that?'
I'm glad I'm not back at the office
answering the telephones right now.'

Lieutenant Byrnes walked into King's living
room and said, 'Hello, Steve, how's it going?'

‘All right, sir,' Carella said. 'Mr King, this is
Lieutenant Byrnes.'

'‘How do you do, sire' Byrnes said, and he
shook hands with King.

'How does it look, Lieutenant?' King asked.
‘Not too bad, not too good. | understand
they're asking you to pay the ransom, Mr
King. That's bad. But we may have found
something good outside.'

‘What's thate'

We're getting a clear cast of a tyre mark,
and we've just found some paint from the
same car on a rock. This car was turned
around in a hurry outside your house.
Detective Carella asked Auto Squad to get
me a list of stolen cars. I've just received the
list and now, with a little luck, we'll soon
know which car we're looking for.'

‘How will that help you find the boy?' King
asked.

It will give us something to look for. | know it
doesn't sound like much, but we haven't got
much to help us, and anything is better than
nothing. Once the money has been
delivered, we can note down some of the
numbers on the dollar bills. That will help us
to trace them later, And when we get the
boy back, perhaps he'll be able to describe
the kidnappers.'

‘Unless he's dead,' King said flatly.

If he's dead, there wouldn't be any sense in
continuing, would there, Mr King?'

‘None at all,' King said.

' want to talk to you about the ransom, Mr
King,' Byrnes went on. 'You haven't called
your bank yet, have you?' 'No, | haven't.'
'‘Good. I'd like to speak to them when you
do, and-'

I'm afraid | won't be able to help you,
Lieutenant,' King said, Byrnes stared at him,
puzzled, 'l don't understand,' he said. 'l won't
be talking to my bank. I'm not going to pay
the ransom.'

‘You're ...' The room went silent. 'Of course,
it's your decision, Mr King,' Byrnes said.
‘Nobody can force you to pay it.'

‘What are you saying, Mr King?' Carella said,
frowning. 'You have to pay the ransom! That
boy hasn't got a chance unless-' 'Shut it,
Steve,' Byrnes said.



' don't have to do anything,' King said
slowly. 'I'll tell you again, I'll tell the
kidnappers and I'll tell anyone else who
wants to listen. | am not paying the ransom.
Do you understand? | am not paying the
ransom.’

8
'Vm taking You out of hexe'

Jeff Reynolds turned over in his sleep, and
the blanket which covered him fell free of
his shoulder. Kathy Folsom went to the _c
and covered him again. Eddie Folsom lit a
cigarette. In the bathroom, Sy was singing at
the top of his voice.

Eddie was listening to police calls on the
radio he had built. -Sy,' he called, 'Sy, did
you hear thate'

Sy, dressed only in his trousers, came out of
the bathroom, -here he was shaving. 'What's
the mattere' he asked.

‘The police are blocking all the roads!
They're stopping every carl How can we use
the car tomorrowe'

‘What are you getting so excited fore' Sy
said. 'I'll be driving, righte In an ordinary old
car, righte We've changed the number
plates. Nobody will know it's a stolen car. If
the cops stop me, I'll tell them I'm on my way
to work.'

'‘What about after we get the money?'
Eddie said. 'How are we going to leave?
They'll still be watching.'

‘We won't have the kid with us,' Sy said.
There's nothing to worry about. Let me finish
shaving, will you?'

When he had closed the bathroom door,
Kathy said, 'Eddie, what will happen to the
boy after Sy gets the money?'

‘We'll leave him here. We'll call King to tell
him where the boy is.'

That sounds so dangerous, Eddie. Oh,
Eddie, let's get out of here now, before it's
too latel'

'Stop worrying, honey,' Eddie said. 'You've
got to believe what Sy says, Kathy. He's
been a good friend to me.'

‘A good friend!' Kathy said. 'l think he wants
to kill the boy, Eddie.’

'‘Aw, come on, Kathy! Sy doesn't want to kill
anyone! All he wants is his share of the
money.'

'What about you?' she asked. 'What do you
want, Eddie?' 'The same thing. The money.'
'‘And what are you willing to do to get that
money?'

‘What the hell are you talking about?' Eddie
said angrily. He looked around for another
cigarette, found an empty packet and
called to Sy, 'Got any cigarettes, Sy?'

'In the car!' Sy shouted from the bathroom.

'Let a guy shave in peace, can't you?'

Eddie started to walk toward the door.

‘Tell me, Eddie,' Kathy asked again. 'What
will you do to get that money? Is kidnapping
okay? Then why not murder?2 Will you stop at
murder, Eddie?'

‘This is crazy, Kathy.'

'Sy is planning to kill that boy,' she said, '‘and |
have to know what you think.'

'‘Can't you just leave me alone?' 'No, Eddie. |
have to know.'

‘All right, all right,' Eddie said. 'Look Kathy, |
want to have something ... be something ...
you know? | want to go to Mexico, | want to
have money, a lot of money. | never had
anything, Kathy. | ... | don't want to be poor,
to be dirt, anymore, okay?'

'‘Okay, but ...

'Honey, don't ask me any more questions.
Don't ask me why I'm doing this. It's the only
thing | can do.'

Itisn't, Eddie," she said. 'We could leave
now. We could leave the boy somewhere,
and go to Mexico, just the two of us." 'l ... |
don't know,' he said. 'l need a cigarette,
Kathy.' 'Eddie, tell me.

'Leave me alone!' he shouted. 'I'm getting
out of here!' 'Where are you going?'

‘To the car for those cigarettes, and ... and
then I'm going for a walk.'

'l go with you.'

' don't want you with me! Leave me alone!'
The door closed, leaving her alone with the
sleeping child. In the bathroom, Sy began



singing again. Kathy looked at the
bathroom door, then at the boy. She had
decided what she must do.

Quickly, she touched Jeff on the shoulder
and whispered, 'Jeffl Wake up, Jeff!'

He sat up immediately. 'What is it2' he said.
'‘Whate Whate' 'Quiet!’ she whispered. 'Listen
to me, and do what | tell you to do. I'm
taking you away from here.'

‘You're taking me home?' Jeff said excitedly.
‘Keep your voice down!' They could hear Sy
singing, and the sound of running water. 'l
can't take you home, but | can take you out
of here. I'll have to leave you somewhere.

Someone will find you. You'll get home. But
you have to help me. We have to move
fast. Do you understand?'

‘Yes,' Jeff whispered. 'Are ... are they going
to kill me?' 'l don't know. We won't give
them the chance.'

'Is Eddie your husband?'

Yes.'

'He's not so smart," Jeff said, 'but! don't think
he would hurt me.'

Kathy was silent. 'You're pretty,' Jeff said.
‘Thank you. Now come on. Put that sweater
on. If's very cold outside.' She pulled the
sweater over his head. 'When we get to the
road, we start running,' she said. 'Do you
understand?' 'Yes. I'm a good runner.'

She put on her coat and led him silently
towards the door. Slowly, she turned the
handle.

‘Wait!" Jeff said. 'l want my gun!' He broke
away from her and rushed back into the
room. The gun was on a table. As he picked
it up, it sent a heavy ash-fray crashing to the
ground. The two of them froze, unable to
move.

The bathroom door opened. 'Well, well," Sy
said as he came out. 'Where do you think
you're going? Where's Eddie?'

'He went to the car for cigarettes,' Kathy
said.

'So you thought you'd run off with the boy,
did you¢' Sy said.

He went to the door and locked it. 'Nice
trick, honey! Now take off your coat.'

Kathy hesitated.

'‘Get it off before | tear it off you!' Sy shouted.

She threw the coat onto the bed. Sy walked
up to her slowly, reaching into his pocket.
Suddenly, she could see a knife in his hand.
'Listen to me, little lady,' he said, holding the
knife up to her face. 'Try that again, and
you're going to need a good doctor to put
your face together again. Understand? And
this little bastard will be dead meat.’

I'm not afraid of you, Sy,' she said.

'‘No? You'd better start being nice to me,
honey,' he said. 'Maybe I'll forget what you
tried to do if you're real sweet to me." Still
holding the knife to her throat, he put his
free hand on her shoulder. She tfried to pull
away from him. 'Hey, open the door!' Eddie
called from outside.

Sy put the knife away and Kathy unlocked
the door. Eddie came into the room.

It's a great night,' he said. 'Cold but clear.
You can see the stars. '

‘That means the weather will be good
tfomorrow,' Sy said. 'Even the weather is on
our side.' He looked at Kathy. 'Nothing can
stop us now,' he said. 'We're all going to be
rich.' He turned to Eddie. 'Your wife ain't too
excited by this job, Eddie," he said.

Tell her about it. Tell her what a beautiful
plan we've got.' 'Do we have to talk about
it?' Eddie said. 'Let's just do it

' want her to know how great it is. You see,
Kathy, we're going to call King in the
morning and fell him what to do, and the
cops won't be able to stop us or find us. How
does that sound, Kathy?'

‘Very smart,' she said in a flat voice.

Yeah,' Sy said. ‘'very smart. Nobody will know
where we are or what we're going to do,
and all because of Eddie and his magic
box.' He pointed to the radio equipment.
‘Why do you think we took the trouble to rob
all those different radio storese To give Eddie
something to play with?'

'l thought that you needed it to listen to
police calls,' Kathy said, puzzled.



'‘Oh no,' Sy said. 'There's more to it than that.
This isn't just a radio receiver. Look at those
oscillators, that transmitter ... We've got a
big surprise for King and the cops too. Once
King starts to do what we want, nobody will
know what's happening except him and us.
Once he leaves the house with the money ..

'If he leaves the house,' Kathy said. 'If he
pays the ransom." 'I'll tell you a secret,
sweetheart,' Sy said. 'He'd better leave the
house, and he'd better pay the ransom.' He
looked at Jeff as he put his hand into his
pocket and took out the knife. The boy's
eyes were wide with terror.

'He'd better pay the ransom,' Sy said softly.

9
'Qf you don't pPay them, t/ze# U kill him'

Lieutenant Sam Grossman was the scientist
who ran the police laboratory. It was his job
to take the cast of the tyre mark which
Kronig had made and the finy bit of grey
paint and to find out "hat kind of car they
came from.

Grossman's job was not always pleasant.
Pieces of bodies, ~air, blood and bone were
things he saw every day. However, he
enjoyed his work because he knew that he
was helping to send thieves and murderers
to prison. Sometimes his job was extremely
difficult, but foday it was easy. In a very
short time he was able to phone Meyer and
tell him that the car he was looking for was
a five-year-old grey Ford .

Meyer took the call from Grossman in
Douglas King's living room. While the two
policemen talked, King sat silently staring
into the fire. He did not look up when Meyer
told him that he was going to talk to Byrnes.

He still did not look up when Diane came
into the room and stood between him and
the fire.

‘All right,' she said, so quietly that he could
only just hear her.

'Pete told me what you've decided. You
can't be serious.' | am serious, Diane.'

' don't believe you.'

I'm not paying. Start believing it, Diane. I'm
not paying.' 'You have to pay,' Diane said.

' don't have to do anything. They're just
crooks. Why should | play their game?¢'
'‘Game? Itisn't a game. There's a little boy
involved. If you don't pay them, they'll kill
him."' 'He may be dead already.'

‘They told you he was alive,' Diane said. 'You
know they did.' They may kill him even if | do

pay.

'‘And if you don't pay, they will certainly kill
him.'

King got up from his chair. 'Would you like a
drink, Diane?¢' he asked.

‘No, | would not,' she said. 'Doug, how can
you play with a child's life like thise'

‘Why should | care about this kid at all?' King
said. 'What is Reynolds doing to help his son?
Nothing! Why should | pay for his son¢'

'‘But he's just a child!'

' don't care. He's nothing to me. Do you
know, Diane, | don't even like the kid! Why
should | be responsible for hime' 'They meant
to take Bobby,' Diane said. 'That makes you
responsible for him.'

‘Not at all. It just makes him unlucky,' King
said. 'In any case, | haven't got the money
they're asking for.'

‘You have got it, Doug,' she said. 'Don't lie to
me.'

' need all the money I've got for this deal. |
can't give that away. Don't you
understand?’

‘Yes, | understand completely,' she said.
‘Your business deal means more to you than
a child's life.'

‘The business is my life,' King said. 'It's
everything I've worked for. It's a part of me,
Diane. Don't you realize thate' 'To hell with
the business!' she shouted. 'l don't care
about Granger Shoe. | don't care whether
you own it or not.'

'Listen to me!' King said angrily. 'Let me tell
you what will happen if | pay that ransom.
Benjamin and his friends will get together
with the Old Man and throw me into the
street. I'll have no job, Diane! I'll be finished!'
‘You could start again.'



‘Where? How could |2 We'd lose every thing-
this house, the cars, the way we live-it would
all go. Why should | do anythinge Why can't
someone else pay?'

'You were asked,' Diane said.

'‘Why me? Because I've got money? | didn't
get it by sitting around watching the world
go by! I've worked hard for everything I've
got. Why can't Reynolds pay the ransom for
his own song Because he's never worked as
hard as | have, that's why! He's sat around
doing nothing, and now he wants me to
help him. Well, | don't want to help him.

| don't want to help anybody except myself.'
'You don't mean that,' Diane said. 'You can't
mean that.

What's happened to you, Doug? What's
happened to the man | love?'

' don't know what you mean.'

'‘Maybe it's my own fault,' Diane said. 'All
those years, | just stood and watched, as
you got harder and crueller and did worse
and worse things to people.'

'How could I-¢'

‘Shut up and listen to me!' she shouted.
‘You've destroyed so many men on your
way to the top, Doug, and | just watched.
You want to destroy Benjamin, too, and the
Old Man and throw them into the street.
You don't care about anyone!'

That isn't true, Diane, and you know it,' King
said. 'Haven't | always given you what you
wanted? Haven't | been a good husband to
you and a good father to Bobby?'

‘The business has always meant more to you
than we have,' she said. 'You've given us
money, a home, food, but you've never
given us anything of yourself. Only the
business maftters to you, and now you're
ready to murder a little boy to get what you
want!'

'Murder?e No, Diane ...

It is murder,' she said. 'You can call it by
other names, but it is murder, and this time |
won't stand by and watch you do it!' 'What
do you meane What are you talking about?'

If you don't pay the ransom, I'm leaving
you.'

'Leaving?'

I'm taking Bobby and I'm getting out of this
house.'

'‘Come on, Diane, you don't know what
you're saying.

You-'

' know exactly what I'm saying, Doug. Pay
the kidnappers, because | don't want to be
anywhere near you if you don't. | won't live
with somebody who's rotten and dirty, who-'
'Honey, honey,' he said, reaching out his
hand to her. 'Can't you-2'

'‘Get away from mel' she screamed. 'Don't
touch me, Doug!

This time I've had enough!'

' can't pay,' he said. 'You can't ask me to.'
I'm not asking,' she said. 'I'm telling. Have
the money ready when the kidnappers call
tomorrow morning.'

' can't give it to them,' he said. 'Diane, |
can't pay. You can't ask me to.'

But she had already walked out of the
room.

10
' s[ou 'ce out and UV'm in!’'

After a long cold night, the sun was rising,
washing the house in olden light. In the
bedroom, Diane silently packed clothes into
a bag, while Liz Bellew drank coffee and
watched her.

‘Why are you doing this, Diane?' Liz asked.
'‘By asking Doug to pay the ransom, you're
asking him to destroy his life and yours, too.
It doesn't make sense.

'‘Doesn't ite' Diane said. 'What would you do
if one of your children was kidnapped, Lize'
I'd cut off my arm if it would save him,' Liz
said.

'‘And what if my boy- Bobby-was taken, and
they asked you for the money?'

Liz drank some coffee. Even at this time in
the morning, she looked beautiful. 'Darling,’
she said, 'l love you like asister, but I'm not
sure that | would pay all that money to save
somebody else's son.'

I'm surprised,' Diane said.

'Why? Because I'm a mother2 I'm only
mother to three children, not the whole
world,' Liz said.



They were silent for a while, and then Diane
said, 'lt was good of you to offer me a place
to stay.'

'‘Of course you can stay at my house for as
long as you like, Diane,' Liz said, 'but if Doug
asks me what | think about all this, I'll tell him
that | think you're mad.'

'He already thinks I'm mad,' Diane said. 'He
knocked at my bedroom door three times in
the night. The last fime, | think he was crying,
but | wouldn't let him come in. He has to
understand that I'm serious. He has to
understand that I'm leaving him unless he
pays the ransom.'

Somebody knocked at the door. 'Who is ite'
Diane asked. 'Me. Pete.'

'‘Could you go to the door, Liz¢' Diane
asked.

'‘Good morning, Mr Cameron,' Liz said, as
she opened the door. 'Did you sleep welle'
'LizI' Cameron said, surprised to see her. 'l
didn't know you got up so early in the
morning.'

'l always wake up early and ready for
action,' Liz said. 'What brings you to a lady's
bedroom?’

‘A problem. I've got Doug's cheque in my
pocket, Diane.

What should | do? Take it fo Boston or tear it
up?¢' 'You'll have to ask Doug,' Diane said.

'l ought to tear it up,' Cameron said. 'He's
going to pay that ransom. I'm sure of it.'
'Why are you sure?' Diane said. 'l don't
understand.'

'Look,' Cameron said. 'Let's say | go to
Boston and the deal goes ahead. Imagine
the story in the newspapers. Douglas King,
they'll say, the man who now controls
Granger Shoe, the man who refused to save
a little boy's life. Hell, they'll tear him to
pieces. Nobody will ever buy a pair of
Granger shoes again!'

' hadn't thought of that,' Diane said.

'‘But Doug will think of it. That's why he'll pay.'
There was a cough, and they all turned
towards the door.

Douglas King stood there. His eyes were red
and tfired, but he had a determined look on
his face.

'‘Good morning, Doug,' Cameron said. 'Did
you sleep welle' 'No, | didn't sleep well.
Diane, why is Liz here?'

'I called her last night, Doug. I'm taking
Bobby to Liz's house.''l see.' He turned to
Cameron. 'When are you leaving, Pete?'
‘Whate Well | ... | don't know.'

'What do you mean?g Which plane are you
ong' 'l didn't ring the airport. | thought-'

It's not your job to think. | gave you a
cheque to take to Boston, didn't I¢'

‘Yes, but ... | didn't know whether you still
wanted me to ...

‘Nothing's changed. Go downstairs and call
the airport. Get a seat on the next flight to
Boston.'

As Cameron left the room, Diane said, 'l
guess I'd better finish packing, Liz.'

King stared at her for a moment, and then
went downstairs.

Cameron was already talking on the
telephone. 'The twelve o'clock flight,' he
said. 'Fine. The name is Peter Cameron. All
right, thank you.'

He put the receiver down. 'Okay,' he said to
King. 'We just put a bullet in Jeffry Reynolds'
head.'

‘Stop it, Pete.

It's true. | think this is murder," Cameron said.
'Doug, listen to me. Please, Doug, let the
deal go and save the kid. He's an innocent
child, and-'

‘When did you start loving innocent children
so much?' 'Everyone loves kids, Doug,'
Cameron said.

‘Especially Pete Cameron, huh? Don't you
know that the Boston deal will help you, as
well as me? Is Jeffry Reynolds really more
important fo you than your own success? |
find that very interesting, Pete.'

‘A child's life is important.’

‘More important than this deal, righte' 'No,
but ...

‘More important or less important2 Whiche'
‘Well, I ...

If I pay the ransom, the deal is off. Is that
what you want, Pete¢ Do you want this deal



to faile' King looked at Cameron coldly. 'l
don't believe you care if Jeff Reynolds lives
or dies. What's really going on here¢ Ha ve
you got plans of your own?¢'

'‘Doug, don't besilly.!

'‘Why did you call Benjamin yesterday¢ And
don't tell me that lie about a sales meeting.
What are you planning with himg' ‘Nothing.'
Cameron gave a weak laugh. 'I'm not
planning anything with anybody.'

'Did you tell him about this Boston deal?'
'‘Boston?2 No, of course | didn't.

King stared at him for a moment. Then he
picked up the telephone.

'‘What are you doing, Doug?' Cameron
asked.

King did not answer. 'Get me Mr Benjamin,'
he said into the receiver. Then, 'Hello,
George. This is Doug. How are you,
George?'

I'm fine. Isn't it a little early in the morning for
... ¢''George, I've been thinking,' King went
on. 'That deal you offered me yesterday. |
turned it down. Maybe that was a mistake. |
think I'd like to accept your offer, George.'
‘You're too late, Doug,' Benjamin said. 'You
see, | know all about your deal in Boston.
And | know that your deal is off because of
this kidnapping. You've lost your deal, Mr
King, and now you're going to lose your job,
too.'

I see,' King said softly. 'Well, George, | guess |
know when

I'm beaten, but | hope you won't punish
Pete for my mistake, He knew nothing about
my plans, He's a good worker, George and'

Benjamin gave a loud laugh. '‘Don't worry
about Pete. We'll take care of him. Pete will
be okay with us, Doug. Now | really must go.
I'm meeting someone for a game of golf.'
King put the phone down slowly. 'You
bastard,' he said fo Cameron. 'You told him
about Boston. You told him everything. '
'Yes.'

'Everything. You bastard.'

‘Yes,' Cameron said, 'l told him everything,
and now you're out, Mr King, out! You're out
and I'min! Tomorrow you're out on the
street.

‘Not if the Boston deal goes through.'

‘You can't do it. You haven't got the guts to
kill that kid!" 'Haven't 12" King said. 'But you
have, Pete? Is that righte Then we're both
bastards, aren't we, both the same.'

Suddenly, he put his hands on Cameron's
shoulders and threw him across the room.
'‘Get out of my house!" he shouted. 'With
pleasure,’ Cameron said. He took the
cheque out of his pocket and tore it info
pieces.

'‘Get out!l' King screamed. 'Get out, get out,
get out!' Even after Cameron had left the
house, he was still shouting, 'Get out, get
out!'

77
'Jhe boy needs a hot drink’

The boy was cold. Kathy had given him her
coat, but he still felt cold. He wanted a hot
drink, hot chocolate, he said, but there was
no milk in the farmhouse, and no chocolate.
Kathy sat with her arms around the
tfrembling child, wondering how Eddie
Folsom, the man she loved, could possibly
be a part of a crime like this. She knew that
he was a thief. To Kathy, robbing a bank
was not really a crime at all. But kidnapping
a child¢ How could Eddie, a man who had
so much good in him, do a terrible thing like
thate

And what exactly were they planning fo do,
Eddie and Sy?

Kathy had seen maps and knew that they
were going to use the radio equipment.
They were going to telephone King and give
him some instructions. She could not
understand what all this meant.

'Eddie,' she said. 'The boy needs a hot drink.
He's cold.

Would you go out and get him something,
Eddie?'

‘Never try to understand women!' Sy said.
‘The roads are full of cops and you want to
send Eddie out for a hot drink! That really
takes the prize, Kathy!'

'One of you has to go out to make the
phone call,' Kathy said. 'You'll have to make



the call from a store. Won't it look more
normal if you buy some things too?'

'She's right,' Sy said. 'Good ideaq, Kathy.' He
said to Eddie, 'When you make the call, get
the kid what he needs.'

'Am | going to make the calle' Eddie said.
‘Why not?'

'‘No reason. Okay, I'l go.'

'Do you know what to do?¢' Sy asked. 'Make
sure he's got the money first. Tell him to
leave the house at ten o'clock sharp. Tell
him to go straight to his car. It must be the
Cadillac. Be certain to tell him that, Eddie.
We don't want him to use the wrong car. Tell
him it has to be the Caddy.'

'All right,' Eddie said.

Tell him to start driving away from Smoke
Rise. Say he'll be met by someone with
further instructions. Make sure you say he'll
be met.'

'Who's going to meet him?e' Kathy asked.
‘You?'

'‘Nobody,' Sy said, and he laughed. Tell him
he'll be watched all the time, and if the
police are following him we'll kill the boy.'
'‘Okay,' Eddie said. 'What do you want me to
buy, Kathy?2''A packet of hot chocolate
and some milk. Get some cookies, too.'

He kissed her and said, 'I'll be back soon.' 'Be
careful, Eddie.

'‘Good luck, kid,' Sy said. 'Here's the phone
number.' He gave Eddie a piece of paper.
Eddie went out and got into the car. Sy
listened as he drove off down the road.
Then he locked the door. 'Alone at last," he
said to Kathy, and he laughed.

Every policeman sees some horrible sights,
and Steve Carella, too, had some bad
memories. As soon as he saw Charles
Reynolds come into the room, he knew that
he would never be able to forget what was
about to happen. He wanted to close his
eyes, but he could not.

Reynolds looked lifeless, a defeated man.
He stood there patiently, and waited for
Douglas King, his employer, to notice him.
At last King looked up. ‘What is ite What do
you want, Reynolds?¢' he said.

Reynolds took a step towards King. 'l want to
ask you to pay the ransom for my son, Mr
King,' he said.

'‘Don't ask me,' King said, and he turned
away.

' have to ask you, Mr King,' Reynolds said.
'‘Don't you see that? I've never begged in
my life, but I'm begging you now. Please, Mr
King. I'm talking to you as one father to
another. Please save my son.'

' can't help you. | can't help Jeff.!
' don't believe that, Mr King. You can save
him. Who else can | ask?g'

You're asking me to destroy my own life,'
King said. 'Do you understand thate | can't
do it

‘What do you want me to do?' Reynolds
said. 'lI'l do anything.

I'll work for the rest of my life for nothing.'
'‘Don't talk nonsense. How can-'

‘Do you want me to get down on my knees,
Mr King? Shall | get down on my knees and
beg you to save Jeffe' He fell to his knees.
Carella had to look away. King was
trembling. 'Get up, man,' he said.

I'm on my hands and knees,' Reynolds said,
'‘begging you, Mr King, begging you, please,
please, save my son.'

Carella saw King's eyes close for a moment.
Then he said, 'Please get up, Reynolds.
Could you please leave me alone¢ Could
you do thate Please?’

Reynolds got quietly to his feet. He turned
and walked slowly out of the room. Douglas
King stared after him.

‘Do you feel rotten, Mr King?' Carella asked.
'‘Because that's what you are. Arotten
bastard.'

'Look here, Carella. | don't want to listen to
that-''Oh, go to hell, Mr King!" Carella said
angrily.

‘What's the matter with you, Steve?2' Byrnes
said, coming into the room. 'Stop that now.'
‘Yes, sir.'



I've just been on the telephone,' Byrnes said,

‘checking our list of stolen cars, and, sure
enough, there it was. A five-year-old grey
Ford. They'll have changed the number
plates, though . .."' He stopped, as Liz Bellew
came down the stairs. She was carrying a
bag, and holding Bobby King by the hand.
'‘Good morning,' she said. 'Any news yete'
I'm afraid not, ma'am,' Byrnes said.
'‘Daddy,' Bobby said, 'is Jeff back yet?'

'‘No, son. He isn't.'

'l thought you were getting him back,'
Bobby said. There was a long,
uncomfortable silence. Carella hoped that
he would never see the look that was on
Bobby King's face on the face of his own
son.

'‘Come on, Bobby,' Liz said. She said to King,
'He's coming over to my house, Doug.'
'‘Where's Diane? Did you talk to here'

‘Yes, but it's no good. Give her time, Doug.
Just be patient.' 'Why aren't you getting Jeff
back, Dad?¢' Bobby asked, but Liz pulled him
towards the door, and then they were
gone.

I think | should explain,' King said. 'l know
that my refusal looks-'

The telephone rang. King stopped speaking,

and Carella rushed to the wiretap
equipment. 'Answer it, Mr King,' he said.
‘*Keep him talking for as long as you can.'
Byrnes picked up the other phone.

‘What ... what shall | tell hime' King said.

Tell him you've got the money,' Byrnes said.
'It's our only chance.'

'‘Answer it! Answer it!' Carella shouted.
'Hello?' King said.

The voice that replied was not the same
one he had heard before.

'Have you got the money, Mr King?' 'Keep
him talking,' Byrnes whispered. 'Well, yes. |
mean, | have most of it.'

'What do you mean, most of it2 We told
YOU-'

‘The rest of it will be here soon. Five hundred
thousand dollars is a lot of money, you
know. And | didn't have much time to get it.
They're bringing the rest from the bank. It
should arrive in half an hour.'

‘All right. Fine. Now listen. I'm only going to
say this once.

You will leave the house at ten o'clock
sharp. Carry the money in a plain box. Go to
the garage and get into the black Cadillac.
It must be the black Cadillac. Do you
understand?' 'Yes, | understand,' King said.
'Hurry, hurry!' Byrnes whispered into the other
phone.

‘You will drive away from the house, and
away from Smoke Rise. You will be watched.
Don't take anyone in the car with you, and
don't allow the police to follow you. If you
are followed, we will kill the boy. Do you
understand thate'

Yes.'

‘You will continue driving until someone
meets you with instructions. That is all you
have to know. Goodbye, Mr-" 'Wait!'

‘Keep him talking!' Byrnes said. 'They've
fraced the call to Sands Spit!'

‘What do you want, Mr King?¢'

'When do we get the boy backe How do we
know he's still alive?'

‘He's still alive.' 'Can | talk to him?'

‘No. Goodbye, Mr King.' 'Wait! You-'

'He's gone,' Carella said. 'His voice sounded
different this time. | don't think it was the
same guy that called before. Good work,
Mr King.'

‘Thank you,' King said dully.

Eddie Folsom had finished his telephone
call. Now he had some shopping to do.
'‘Give me a packet of hot chocolate and a
bottle of milk,' he said, 'and a box of those
cookies there.'
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Kathy was worried. She walked up and
down the room, looking out of the window,
and lighting one cigarette after another.
‘Where is Eddie?' she said. 'Shouldn't he be
back by nowe' 'He'll be back,' Sy said.
'‘Remember, you told him to get chocolate
for the kid as well as make the call.'



'‘When he gets back,' Kathy said, 'what are
you going to do?¢' 'Nothing. Not untfil just
before ten o'clock.’

'And what will you do then?'

'‘Don't worry about it. Everything will be fine,
and we'll all be rich as hell. You know why?
Because Sy Barnard is planning this, not
some small-time punk like your Eddie.'

'He's not a small-tfime punk!'

'‘No?¢' Sy said. 'So he's a real big-shot. How
did you meet such a big-shot?"'

'‘We just met,' Kathy said. 'That's all." 'But you
knew he was a crook?'

'Yes,' she said, 'but it didn't matter to me.
He's a good man.

He only does this because it's the only thing
he knows. 1 know he's a good man really.'
'‘Why did you marry him?e'

' love him,' Kathy said.

‘When are you going to let me go?' Jeff
asked. He was lying on the bed, with Kathy's
coat over him.

'Shut up, kid,' Sy said. He turned to Kathy.
'‘Why worry about Eddie? There's other fish in
the sea. Bigger, smarter fish than Eddie.’
‘He's my husband. | love him.'

'Love! That's just for teenagers. There's no
such thing.' 'You're mistaken. You just don't
know,' Kathy said.

'One thing | do know. Your Eddie is just a
cheap crook, and he'll never change. It's
too late now for that!'

'It's not too late. Once this is over ...

'‘Once this is over there'll be another job.
And another.' He paused and looked at her.
'Listen, let's have a drink.' 'No, thanks.'
'‘What's the mattere Don't you drink?' 'l don't
want any. Where's Eddie?’

Sy picked up a bofttle and drank from it. 'You
know what your frouble is2' he asked her.
You worry too much. You don't know how
to live. Come on, have a drink.'

'‘Oh, leave me alone,' she said. 'l don't want
a drink.'

'‘Okay,' Sy said. 'Stand here and worry if
that's what you want to do. 1 can think of
better ways of killing time.' He walked closer

to her, his eyes on her sweater. 'Eddie ought
to buy you some new clothes. A girl like you
needs nice things, not this old sweater.'
‘Thanks,' Kathy said dryly.

‘Know what | thinke' Sy went on. 'You're
wasting your time with a punk like Eddie. A
pretty little thing like you needs someone
who knows a bit about the world, someone
who-' 'Shut up, Sy,' she said.

'‘Aren't you hoping the cops will catch
Eddie? You never wanted to do this job, did
you<¢ All you do is worry about whether the
kid's okay, whether we're going to hurt him.'

‘Shut up, shut up!'

Sy looked at Jeff. 'You're the lucky one, kid,'
he said. 'The lady really cares about you.
And she cares about Eddie. But not old Sy,
that's for sure.' He raised the bottle. 'I'm
drinking to you, kid,' he said. 'How about
that, you little bastard?’

Jeff said nothing. He was trembling from
cold and fear. 'Answer me,' Sy said. 'Ain't
you got no manners, boy? Come on, talk.
The cops are out there looking for me all
over the roads because of you. 1 want to
know what you think about that.'
1...1don't know,' Jeff said.

‘You don't know?2 A smart little bastard like
you must have some ideas. Do you want me
to go to the electric chair? Is that what you
wante'

‘Stop it, Sy!' Kathy said. 'Leave the boy
alone.'

'‘Come on, kid, yes or no¢ Do you want me
to get the electric chaire'

Yes. | mean ...

'‘What? You little bastard!'

'Sy, you're frightening the boy to death!'
Suddenly, Jeff rushed to Kathy and threw his
arms around her. He buried his head in her
sweater. 'Get your hands off her!' Sy
shouted.

Kathy pulled the boy closer. 'That's enough,
Sy.!

‘What the hell are you sayingg No woman
tells me what 1 can do!'



He pulled Jeff roughly from her, throwing the
boy across the room. 'There!' he said. 'How
about thate'

Kathy hit him, as hard as she could, across
the face.

Slowly, Sy took out his knife. 'Okay, baby,"' he
said. 'You're finally ready to play.'

'Sy, don't

‘Don't what, baby? Don't worry. 1 won't cut
you.' Carefully, he ran the knife up her body,
tearing the sweater to pieces.

Kathy moved her hands to try to cover
herself.

Sy laughed. 'Get your hands out of the way.
I'd hate like hell to hurt you. Now, let's see.. .
The boy seemed to come from nowhere. He
landed on Sy's back like a wild cat, hitting,
kicking, pulling Sy's hair. Surprised, Sy turned,
tore the boy off him and threw him to the
floor. Kathy was at the door, frying to unlock
it. Sy caught her by the arm and pulled her
to him. 'Maybe you'd better take it easy,
baby,' he said. 'Maybe you'll like it better
that-'

There was a knock at the door. 'Eddie,’
Kathy whispered.

Sy let go of her immediately. 'Put your coat
on,' he said.

‘Hurry.'

Quickly, she obeyed him.

'‘One word of this to Eddie,' Sy said, 'and the
kid is dead.'

Sy sat down next to the boy. 'Open the
door,' he said to Kathy. 'Welcome home,' Sy
said as Eddie came into the house. 'Did you
get the milke'

‘Yeah.' Seeing the look on Kathy's face,
Eddie asked, 'What's the matter here?'
'‘Nothing,' Kathy said.

'Kathy and 1 just had a little difference of
opinion,' Sy said. 'l got a bit excited, | guess.
I'm sorry, Eddie.’

‘What was it aboute Why are you wearing
your coat?' Eddie asked his wife.

It got a bit cold in here. Are you okay?
Were there any police about?'

'l didn't see a single cop,' Eddie said. 'Listen,
this is no time for fighting among ourselves.'
I said | was sorry,' Sy said. 'Get the magic
box working, Eddie. | want to know what the
cops are doing.'

Tl make you some hot chocolate,' Kathy
said to Jeff. The radio suddenly came to life.
'...carused in the Jeff Reynolds kidnapping
... grey Ford, five years old, number possibly
RN 6210 ..."

‘They know the car!' Eddie shouted. 'We
changed the number plate, but they still
know it How can we use it now!'

‘Wait,' Sy said. 'Calm down, Eddie. I'll be
driving the car, not you. Listen. You said you
didn't see any cops when you went to the
store. Okay. We're going to use this radio to
find out exactly where they are.' He looked
at his watch. 'We've got half an hour. Let's
hope that the cops send a lot of messages
in that fime. We can't lose that money now!
That five hundred grand has got to be ours!'

13
;tock him ap!'

At ten o'clock in the morning, the front door
of Douglas King's house opened and King
came out. He was carrying a plain box,
filled with old newspapers. He went to his
garage, got into the black Cadillac and
drove out ontfo the road.

He seemed to be alone. No police car was
behind him. He seemed to be following the
kidnappers' instructions exactly.

Nobody who was watching him could know
that Detective Steve Carella was hidden in
the back of the car, lying on the floor.

‘Do you see anything?' Carella asked King.
'Is anyone waving to you from another car?
Is there a helicopter overnead?'

‘No. Nothing.'

'How the hell are they going to contact
you?' Carella said.

At ten o'clock in the morning, Eddie Folsom
turned on his radio equipment. Sy had left
earlier, after he had heard enough to know



where the police were blocking the roads.
Eddie looked at his radio equipment and his
maps. Then he looked at his watch. It was
ten-three. He would give King another seven
minutes. At ten-ten it would start.

'‘Can you see anything yet?2' Carella asked.
‘No.'

'‘What time is ite' Ten-five.'
'‘Why did you come, Mr King?' Carella asked.

'A detective could have taken your place.'
I know.' King paused for a moment and
then asked, 'Are you married, Mr Carella?'
Yes.'

'Do you love your wifee' 'Yes.'

'l love mine. She left me this morning. After
all these years, she left me. Do you know
why?'

'l think so.'

'‘Because | won't pay the ransom for Jeff
Reynolds. You think I'm rotten, | know, but |
can't doit. | can't lose Granger Shoe now.
It's all 1 want.'

Ifit's all you want, you shouldn't care that
your wife has left you.'

'I guess not. | shouldn't care about Diane or
Bobby or anybody, should |2’

‘No.'

Then why am | here? What am | doing? |
don't understand it myself, Mr Carella. | only
know | can't pay the ransom for that boy. It
would destroy my life. I'd be poor again.
Diane was always rich, Mr Carella.

She doesn't know what it means to be poor.
| know. | was a poor kid, and | worked hard, |
fought, to get what | wanted. Now ['l fight
these kidnappers by being here, by doing
something, but I'll never pay their ransom. If
that means I'm rotten, then I'm rotten, but |
won't be poor again. | want my house and
my servants and my big car with a
telephone ..."

At that moment the telephone in the car
began to ring. 'What's thate' Carella said
from the back seat.

The telephone!' said King. 'The telephone's
ringing!' 'My God, that's how!' Carella said.
'‘Go on, answer it!' King lifted the receiver.
'Hello?' he said.

'Listen, Mr King,' Eddie's voice said. 'Listen
carefully. I'm going to give you your
instructions. Don't put the phone down.
Nobody can trace this call. I'm using radio,
not a telephone. Don't try to contact
anyone. Just do what | tell you to. No tricks,
please. Do you understand?'

' understand.’

Carella climbed over into the front seat, and
took the phone from King. He knew the
voice the kidnapper could hear over the
car phone would be not clear. He hoped
that his voice would not sound different
from King's. It was a risk worth taking.

‘Where are you?' Eddie asked.

'‘Coming up to North Thirty-ninth where it
crosses Culver,' Carella said.

It seemed that Eddie had not noticed the
different voice.

Calmly, he said, 'Turn left on North Fortieth.
Co south until you reach Crover Avenue,
then turn left again. When you reach Hall
Avenue, let me know. Have you got thate'
‘Yes.' Carella put his hand over the
mouthpiece and said to King, 'He's telling us
where to go little by little, so that we can't
let the cops know what we're doing. These
people are smart, Mr King. 1 wish | knew
how to stop them. 1 just wish | knew.'

Sy Barnard sat in his car and waited. He was
smoking his tenth cigarette in half an hour.
Anxiously, he looked at his watch, then at
the road again. He felt strangely worried
that the plan would go wrong. But how
could ite

His car was parked in the woods,
completely hidden from the road by trees.
The place was just past a bend in the road.
Eddie would tell King to throw the box of
money out of the car window, and then to
drive quickly on, still following Eddie's
instructions. If the police were following, they
would have to stay a safe distance behind
King, so they would not see when the drop
was made. By the time they drove round



the bend, King would already have driven
away. They would continue to follow, not
even knowing that the drop had
happened, because King had no way of
telling them. Eddie would continue talking
to King -leading him, and the police, further
and further away - until Sy had picked up
the money and driven back to the
farmhouse. When Sy stepped through the
door, Eddie would stop transmitting.

The plan was beautiful. Why did he feel so
worried?

‘You're going to cross a bridge,' Eddie said,
his eyes on the map. 'You have to pay. Get
the money ready. Don't say anything, and
don't fry any tricks. If you do, we'll kill the
boy.'

Kathy listened as her husband said it. We'll
kill the boy.
Kill the boy.

My husband said those words, she thought.
How could he say thate

‘You're coming off the bridge, righte' Eddie
said. 'Now turn left, onto the Highway, and
keep driving. Let me know when you pass
Exit Sixteen.'

Kathy looked closely at the map. The
farmhouse was clearly marked on it, and
King's house. The red line must be the route
Eddie was leading King along. What was the
meaning of that blue star, thene Of course!
The place where Sy was hiding, waiting for
King to drop his money. Then Eddie would
keep King driving, to get him away from the
place and to confuse any followers. So that
was where Sy was. Tantamount Road, just
around the bend in Route 127 ...

'Eddie,’ she said.

‘Not now, Kathy!' he shouted, his hand over
the microphone. 'Eddie, let's stop this now.
Please. Please.

'‘No!' he said.

Sy looked at his watch.

Come on, Eddie, he thought. Hurry. Let King
get here with the money. Let me get back
to the farmhouse safely. Please.

'Please, Eddie,' Kathy said. 'If you love me,
I'm asking you to ..."

' have to do this, Kathy! | have to!' Eddie
said angrily. 'All right. We just passed Exit
Sixteen,' Carella said.

'Fine. Turn off at Exit Seventeen, and start to
drive north,' Eddie said. 'Let me know when
you getto ...’

‘The boy is in a farmhouse on Fairlane Road,
half a mile from Stanberry!' Kathy suddenly
shouted info the open microphone. 'What
the hell.. .' Eddie turned to stop her, but he
was too late. The words were pouring out of
her mouth.

'Sy Barnard is waiting in a car ... ' 'Kathy, stop
it, are you crazy?'

... on Tantamount Road, just around the
bend in Route 127.

'Did you hear thate' Carella shouted. '1
heard it,' King said.

'‘Get there as fast as you can.' Carella had
cut the connection and was already
making another call. 'This is a police officer.
Get me Headquarters immediately.'

Sy Barnard was smoking his fifteenth
cigarette as the black Cadillac came round
the bend in the road.

This is it, he thought. This is if.

The car slowed down. He expected to see a
box full of money drop out of the window to
the ground. Instead of that, the door
opened and a man with a gun in his hand
jumped out.

Sy started the engine and drove the car at
him, but the man fired, hitting one of the
tyres and breaking two windows. Sy drove
past him onto the road, then left the car
and began running into the woods. The
man was reloading his gun.

Another man, a big man, jumped out of the
Cadillac and began running after Sy. Sy
fired at him twice, missing him both times.
‘Stop!' the man shouted. 'We know where
your friends are!' 'Go to helll' Sy shouted. He
fired several more times, and then the gun
was empty, and he threw it away and took
out his knife. As the big man came through
the trees, Sy held out the knife and said
softly, 'Stop there.'



'Like helll' Douglas King said, and he threw
himself on Sy with all the force in his body.
The knife tore upwards, through King's coat,
running a thin line of blood across his skin,
but his hands, strong hands which had once
cut leather, were around Sy's throat, and he
held him more and more tightly. He did not
let go until the knife fell from Sy's hand to the
ground and Carella came to help him.

And then it was all over.

The two policemen found the boy sitting on
a bed in the farmhouse, with a blanket
around his shoulders.

‘Jeffe' one of the men said.

Yes.'

'‘Are you okay?' 'Yes.'

'‘Where did they go?¢' the other man asked.
'‘Who?¢'

'The people who were keeping you here.'
Jeff hesitated for a long time. Then he said,
There wasn't anybody. Only Sy. I've been all
alone here since Sy left.

'‘He must be in shock,' one policeman said to
the other.

Jeff refused to change his story.

More surprisingly, Sy Barnard's story was
exactly the same as Jeff's. He had worked
alone, he said. He knew nobody called
Kathy. He did not know what the police
were talking about.

'‘We know you're lying, Barnard,' Carella told
him, 'and | don't understand why. Why are
you frying to save Kathy? She's the one who
told us where to find you. You're not helping
yourself, and you're not helping your friends,
either. We'll get them. All you're giving them
is a little more time.'

'‘Maybe time is all they need,' Sy said.
Suddenly, there was a sadness in his voice.
‘Maybe a little time is all anybody ever
needs.'

'Lock him up!" Byrnes said.

14
'dhe case is closed now, but .. .’

Back at the 87th Precinct building, one cold
day at the end of November, Steve Carella
was typing up his final report on the Jeffry
Reynolds kidnapping. He pulled the paper

out of the typewriter, turned to Meyer Meyer
and said happily, 'Finished!'

Is it, though?' Meyer said. 'Sy Barnard is in
prison, but what about the mysterious Kathy
and the man who shouted her name?
Where are they now?'

'‘Out of the country, i guess,' Carella said. 'l
wish them luck.' 'What the hell fore They're
kidnappers!'

‘Jeff Reynolds refused to talk about them,'
Carella said. 'l guess that means that they
were kind to him. Barnard won't talk either.'
He paused. 'Kathy. It's a nice name.'

'She's a sweet girl,' Meyer said. 'She only
kidnaps children.

Who shall we say some nice things about
nexte Douglas King?' 'He had some bad
moments,' Carella said.

'He asked for them. You know what he was
most pleased about when it was all overe
The fact that his deal in Boston went
through, and he's going to be president of
Granger Shoe. Why do the bastards of this
world always come out on top?'

'He didn't have to run after Barnard the way
he did.'

‘Just because a man is brave enough to
face a knife, it doesn't mean he can face
himself," Meyer said.

'‘Give him fime. He says he can't change. |
think he has to change. His wife went back
to him, remember. She must think change is
possible for him. She isn't the kind of woman
to pick aloser. One day he'll have to pay it,
you know.' 'He'll have to pay what?'

'His own ransom,' Carella said. 'The case is
closed now, but somehow | feel that it's still
open. For a lot of people, Meyer, this case is
still open.

Outside, in the cold, the city waited.



GLOSSARY

ain't (slang) short form of am not /isn't /
aren't

ash-tray a small metal or glass bowl for ash
from cigarettes

aftractive pretty, nice to look at

Auto Squad police who deal with crimes
connected with cars bastard a rude word to
use to someone you dislike

battery a group of electric cells; radios,
torches, etc. can run on batteries

big-shot (informal) an important, successful
person

black (in the black) having some money;
not in debt

blond( e) (adj) golden or yellow haired
bump (v) to move in ajerky, uncomfortable
way, not smoothly

bust (into) (informal) to break into a shop or
house to steal something

cast a plaster model which shows the shape
of something

chauffeur someone who is employed to
drive arich person's car

cookies (American) sweet biscuits

cop (informal) a police officer

cowboys and Indians a game children play,
which involves chasing one another and
fighting

crook a criminal

darling a name you call someone you like or
love

garbage (American) rubbish

golf an outdoor game (popular with
business people) in which players try to hit a
small ball into a series of holes

grand (slang) a thousand dollars or pounds
guts (informal) courage

guy (informal) a man

headquarters a place from which an
organization is controlled

hell (informal) a word used to express
annoyance, e.g. 'What the hell do you
wante'

honey (American, informal) a name you call
someone you like or love

instructions statements telling somebody
what they should do

interrupt to break into a conversation when
someone else is talking

Jewish of someone who is a Jew, by race or
religion

kid (informal) a child

kidnap to take somebody away by force, in
order to demand money in return for their
freedom

laboratory a room where scientists work on
tests

ma'am a very polite way of addressing a
woman

mind (on your mind) in your thoughts and
causing you to worry

Mom (American) a child's word for ‘'mother’
oscillator part of the electrical equipment
for a radio

professor a senior university teacher (also
used as a joking name for someone you
think is very clever)

precinct an area of a city

punk (American slang) an unsuccessful,
small-time criminal

ransom (n) money paid to a criminal to set
free somebody who has been kidnapped
red (in the red) having no money; in debt
reform school a special school for criminals
too young to go to prison

scientist someone whose job is connected
with a science (e.g. physics, chemistry)
search me (informal) | don't know

servant someone employed to work in
another person's house

smart (American) clever; having or showing
intelligence

smash to break

state (n) a part of the United States of
America, e.g. the state of California

stock (voting stock) (n) a share in the control
and profits of a business, which is obtained
by putting money into the business

store (n) a shop streak a long, thin line of
colour

sweater a kind of woollen clothing with
sleeves, pulled on over the head

trace (v) to find out where something
comes from

transmitter equipment that sends out radio
signals

tycoon a very rich and important person in
business

vice-president the person second to the
president of an organization

wiretap making a secret connection to a
telephone line in order to listen to people's
conversations



